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CHAPTER I. 

AFTER THE TIGERS. 

SWEEP of rugged, barren country 
lay beneath a sky of cloudless 
brilliancy. The hot earth, the tall 
hay-like grass, the low large-leaved dusty bel- 
bushes, the thorny, delicate-foliaged mimosa, 
the dank pools of turbid water, the wild 
castor-oil plants, all gave forth that strange, 
peculiar scent so purely Eastern, and so 
totally inexplicable. In mid-distance rose a 
low hill, and round its wooded feet lay the 

VOL. III. I 
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ruins of a fort and a few temples, and the 
d6bris of a small town ; in front of these 
again lay a long reedy lake. These ruins 
were the remains of old Dooliejuldi, a place 
which had been abandoned, for some religious 
or commercial reason, some hundreds of years 
ago. 

Trap rocks, and great ledges of hard 
stone, gave an aspect of wildness to the 
immediate neighbourhood, and fragments of 
glittering quartz, and huge lumps of jasper, 
were plentifully strewed about. A few fisher- 
men occasionally visited the lake for the small 
red shrimps the English inhabitants of the 
modern town liked to curry ; and the fowler, 
with his antediluvian matchlock, came there 
at certain seasons for wild duck and snipes. 
But, partly because the road was so bad, and 
partly because the place lay in so out-of-way 
a position, it was altogether one of the loneliest 
and wildest regions of that wild and lonely 
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•district, and was accordingly a good preserve 
for inveterate sportsmen. 

It was the scene of the tiger hunt organ- 
ized by the commissioner. His scouts had 
been out for some days previously, watching 
the movements of the noble quarry, and very 
soon after noon his party, mounted on ele- 
phants, entered a low ravine, where tall thick 
pampas grass, little topes of luxuriant trees, 
and dense rank underwood, made a likely 
cover. 

Beating up the centre of thfs ravine, an 
elephant tramped heavily, while the four gen- 
tlemen, separately mounted, took up their 
station at the farther end, at short distances 
apart, that on which Mrs. Roberts and Ellen 
were seated being stationed a little apart, on 
a slight elevation free of cover, for safety. 

It was not long past noon, and the heat 
was very great. The gentlemen wore white 
suits and broad-brimmed sola topees y round 

I — 2 
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which were bound, turban fashion, many yards 
of soft white muslin. The ladies were in a 
howdah, and a servant standing in the back 
seat held an enormous white flounced um- 
brella over them. 

Major Smithson came over to see they 
were comfortable and well placed, and to beg 
Ellen not to be nervous. 

" He doesn't think of nie" Mrs. Roberts, 
said, laughingly, as he returned to his ele- 
phant. " My dear, I suppose we must con- 
gratulate you ; it is very evident we shall 
soon lose our best bachelor !" 

" Indeed " Ellen began, when suddenly 

a low roar frightened her into excited silence. 

Then Captain Sharpe, standing up on his 
pad, began to shout and gesticulate. He saw 
a tigress breaking slowly away through the 
cover towards the old town. His elephant 
was sensible of the beast's neighbourhood 
also, and throwing out his trunk he beat the 



WORTH WAITING FOR. 



ground nervously with his huge feet His 
uneasiness quickly communicated itself to the 
•other elephants ; and, like hunters when they 
see the hounds, they were all eager for the 
fight 

Half an hour of intense excitement followed 
while the beaters went round to try to turn 
the game. Each gentleman remained alert, 
and almost breathless, with full-cocked rifle 
in hand, lest the beast should appear unex- 
pectedly. The ladies, colourless and speech- 
less, wished themselves back in the safety of 
the camp with Agnes. No one felt the 
scorching sun; all physical feelings were 
•deadened under the influence of this acute 
mental strain. Even Captain Sharpe — old 
shikaree as he was — felt as excited as a novice. 
He was the first again to note the animal's 
reappearance, and the sharp rattle of his rifle 
was the signal. The shot had told, and with 
a cry, half yell, half roar, the fierce brute came 
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bounding towards her enemies, her sleek side 
reddened with blood. 

Ellen, we know, was no heroine, she shut 
her eyes at this point, and began to pray and 
cry. 

" My dear Miss Longley 1" her companion 
cried, " why, you came to see the beast 
killed, didn't you ? Dear me ! you are in na 
danger ; it couldn't eat us all at once, you 
know." 

Major Smithson had witnessed this little 
scene, for his station was nearest to the ladies 
and furthest from Captain Sharpe's. His voice 
rang out reassuringly, " Don't be alarmed, 
Miss Longley, there's not the slightest danger 
to any one. Shall I bring my rifle nearer ? 
Perhaps you'll feel safer." And accordingly 
his elephant was guided over and brought 
alongside theirs. 

t( I am so stupid," Ellen began. " I'm not 
afraid really." 
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"You look very nervous," he returned 
smilingly ; " but, see — you really must look. 
Sharpe is sure to kill/' And as he spoke the 
tigress received a bullet in her brain, and suc- 
cumbed to her fate with scarcely a struggle. 
But as she rolled over, there came a roar 
more horrible than any she had uttered, and 
with a bound that was almost a flying leap, a 
tiger, with ears laid back, and lips drawn 
away from his strong long teeth, came swiftly 
to the side of his murdered mate, and lashing 
his tail in terrible fury, prepared to avenge her 
death. But only for one instant did he stand 
in his beautiful might and majesty, the next 
he was whimpering and shirking off to cover 
with a bullet in his hind leg. 

" What is he about ?" cried Major Smith- 
son, as he saw Captain Sharpe climb down 
from his elephant. " Heaven and earth ! is 
the man mad ?" for, rifle in hand, Captain 
Sharpe was following his prey on foot. 
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" Sharpe, Sharpe !" he shouted. But Cap- 
tain Shafpe merely glanced back, and put 
up his hand as if all remonstrance would 
be vain, and passed on under the silken 
pampas grass. 

To take his elephant, and go after him, 
would not help him, but rather increase his 
danger, for his intention of stealing noise- 
lessly in the animal's rear, and getting near 
enough to fire with fatal aim, would be ren- 
dered impossible by the noise made by the 
elephant in his passage through the brush- 
wood. Yet, let him go alone the major could 
not, and he prepared to follow on foot at 
once. He would not be dissuaded. 

" Sharpe is a good shot \" he exclaimed as 
Edward Longley and the Robertses advised 
him to stay where he was; " a far better shot 
than I am; but he might come to grief." 
He waved his hand towards the ladies, and 
gaily exclaiming, "Au re voir !" he, too, passed 
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out of sight followed by two of his shika- 
rees. 

Captain Sharpe was easily tracked by the 
broken grass and bushes, but before he was 
visible, his pursuers heard the crack of his 
rifle twice in quick succession, and then a cry 
of mortal agony. Running onwards, the 
major soon had his fears realized : the tiger 
had again been wounded, still not fatally, 
and maddened with pain he had turned 
upon his enemy, and just as Major Smith- 
son reached the scene, had dragged Captain 
Sharpe to the ground. 

Without daring to hesitate lest his shot 
should injure his friend, the new-comer fired, 
the tiger loosened his first foe, and with a 
cat-like yell, flew round upon the commis- 
sioner, who had but just time to draw a 
hunting-knife from his belt before the beast 
was upon him. The shot and the stab the 
tiger received, as he flung his new enemy 
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backwards, were too much for him ; but in 
his dying torments he managed to avenge 
his wrongs, and Major Smithson was carried 
back to his waiting friends, a doomed man. 

Captain Sharpe was frightfully mauled, but 
no bones were broken ; he managed to limp 
along by his friend, bitterly blaming his own 
foolish temerity ; and, as he hurriedly related 
the misadventure, swearing his life had been 
too dearly purchased. 

A man was at once despatched on the 
swiftest elephant, to camp, to order a litter 
to be brought, and to send off to Dooliejuldi 
for the two head doctors, civil and military. 
The ladies were told merely, that the twa 

gentlemen had been hurt (no one actually 

> 

knew, yet, how deeply the commissioner was 
injured), and then they, too, set off for 
camp, Mrs. Roberts declaring, as they went, 
that she had quite expected some calamity to 
follow their tempting of Providence in the mat- 
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ter of the peacock's feathers, and consolingly 
hoping no other misfortune was in store. 

Before the^ doctors arrived, it was evident 
the commissioner's hours were numbered. 
No one went to bed ; the ladies sat outside 
the general tent, watching that in which their 
gallant host lay dying, and listening to the 
moans that ever and anon were wrung from 
his % agony ; over-fatigued and over-excited^ 
they sat close together, weeping and pray- 
ing that his sufferings might be light- 
ened. 

The camp was astir throughout the night. 
Major Smithson had been a good master, 
and an impartial judge. Christian and hea- 
then alike bewailed his terrible extremity, 
and each according to his light called on his 
gods to save. When with the dawn the 
doctors arrived, jaded and jolted by the speed 
with which they had obeyed the summons,. 
the servants crowded up to hear the verdict. 
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It was soon given — human skill could do 
nothing — the end was very near. 

The stars were paling one by one, as the 
Eastern sky brightened, and the southern 
cross was just visible on the horizon. The 
Mahomedans fell on their knees, and bowed 
again and again in energetic adoration ; and 
the Hindoos betook themselves to a distance, 
where they could bewail the calamity fallen 
on their " Burra Sahib," without fear of dis- 
turbing his parting soul. 

He became easier as the end drew on, and 
spoke to the gentlemen around him, giving 
them instructions clearly and calmly; then 
he asked to see the ladies, " if they would not 
mind coming." 

Mrs. Roberts went in first, and when she 
•came out, she declared the doctors must be 
mistaken : " The major was not so bad/' 
she protested ; " his voice was quite 
-strong." 
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But Agnes came out with a different idea,, 
and Ellen went in in her turn, prepared for 
an awful change. 

But there was nothing awful in his appear- 
ance ; his face had escaped damage, and his 
covering was carefully arranged, to hide all 
the horrors of his condition ; but Ellen, 
though she had seen^ death only once before, 
at once recognized its presence in the dark 
serene eyes that met hers so yearningly. 

She stood over him with beating heart,, 
and murmured something — she knew not 
what — of her sorrow for his suffering. 

" Pray for me/' he said. " Kneel down 
here, beside me." 

She knelt as he bade her, and speaking 
from her soul, prayed as in the presence of 
a pitying Saviour, for comfort and pardon to 
them both. It needed all her strength to 
keep down her sobs and to speak clearly, all 
her own short-comings rose up against her in 
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that supreme moment, as if she herself were 
on the border land ; the veil was lifted for a 
little moment, and showed her the nothing- 
ness of all earthly hopes, the immensity and 
reality of eternity. 

" Amen, amen," he said fervently, as she 
ceased, utterly unable to go on, and the 
brightness of his countenance became singu- 
larly observable. " Now, I want you to pro- 
mise me to find out my mother and sisters, 
when you go home, and tell them all this, 
and say I was not afraid to die." 

" I will," she said. 

" And, Ellen," he continued, " I want you 
to take the ring off my finger, and wear it 
for my sake, and — and — I want you to tell 
me before I go — you would have been glad 
to be my wife." 

She stooped, and gently removed the ring, 
and kissed it as she placed it on her own 
hand. This much she could do without dis- 
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loyalty to William, more she could not ; but 
he was satisfied, and smiled with perfect con- 
tent — 

" My darling — my darling," he murmured. 
■" You will be happy, after a time. I know 
it." 

She felt he was deceived ; but what could 
she do ? — not disturb his last moments with 
an unnecessary avowal. In a little while he 
might know all clearly. Would he not for- 
give her kindly reticence ? All but love, in 
the common acceptation of the word, she felt 
for him — respect, esteem, warme5t friendship, 
as for a brother; so she mourned for him, and 
he was happy in mistaking this for warmer 
attachment 

So she stood waiting to be dismissed, 
silently regarding him. 

" As the face of an angel," he said, after a 
moment's quiet, looking up at her with a 
radiant smile. 
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Ellen's pulse quickened with sudden dread. 
An unseen hand had rapidly passed over the 
noble face, and smoothed away its lines of 
earthborn cares. 

He spoke again hurriedly ; but all she 
could understand were the words, " Father, 
mother." 

She turned to call the doctors, but as she 
turned, Azrael bore away a soul to rest. 



CHAPTER II. 



MANY CHANGES. 




ROM the dim quiet tent, Ellen 
passed into the brilliant light out- 
side, to hear a discordant concert 
of lamentations proceeding from the natives, 
like the wail of hired Jewish mourners. 

The louder the Indian servant howls, and 
the more he thumps his turban, the greater 
you may be sure have been his peculations 
from his dead master, so that he, in fact, 
mourns for his own loss to his pocket, not 
for that the world has lost a good citizen. 
A Burra Sahib, too, ' should in the native 
- t 'vol. III. 2 
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code of etiquette have his death loudly pro- 
claimed, and Shaitan, and all his powers, 
must be kept off by wild shouts and threats, 
until the soul has passed safely out of his 
dominions. 

In the midst of all this noise the dak run- 
ner came swiftly into camp, and looking 
neither to the right nor left, pursued his way 
to where outside the durbar tent Mr. Roberts 
and the head moonshee were consulting to- 
gether. 

With a deep obeisance the dak wallah 
stepped out of his shoes, and approaching the 
moonshee, tendered his bag of letters, and as 
he moved away the English party came up, 
eager for their share of the mail. There were 
many home letters and papers for the dead 
man, and heaps of official despatches. After 
putting these aside, Mr. Rpberts distributed 
the rest. There was one for Edward 
Longley, with a broad black border, — none 
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for his wife. Ellen received one, and as she 
recognized the writing, the regret and sorrow 
that were weighing on her heart gave way 
to a burst of tumultuous joy. Every one 
was immediately engrossed in his or her 
letters. There is no procrastination in open- 
ing home letters in a foreign land, no apolo- 
gies tendered for throwing oneself heart and 
soul into the news for which one is ever 
hungering. 

Many and dear may be the friends we 
have made in our exile, but still they are new 
friends, strangers to the inner memories and 
associations that bind us for ever to the dear 
old friends at home. They cannot conjure up 
the mental pictures so often before us ; they 
cannot realize what we are, for they know 
nothing of our early surroundings, our people, 
and the family motives, joys, and sorrows that 
more or less sway every one's character and 
destiny. Strangers in a strange land we 
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must be content to remain, content ourselves 
with our secret feasts of remembrances, and, 
perhaps, with undue sentimentality endow 
our absent darlings with so many beauties 
and virtues inconsistent with mortal imper- 
fection, as to lay up for ourselves sure and 
certain mortification and disappointment when 
with them we again stand face to face. 

" Not one from mamma !" Agnes said, 
wistfully eying the more fortunate sharers in 
the mail. Her husband had moved away 
from her on receiving his letters, and had 
read the one from England with his back 
turned to her, but he was accustomed ta 
receive unwelcome reminders from English 
tradesmen, and she thought nothing of his 
silence now. 

Accidentally, to all appearance, he passed 
close to his sister. 

" Old Turner is dead," he murmured. " I 
shan't tell Agnes till we get home, then I'll 
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send for John. Let's be off as soon as we 
can." 

He gave the letter into her hand as he 
went on. She saw him pull the peacock's 
feather from his hat . and throw it away. 
Agnes left her chair and picked it up. 

" This is such a perfect eye," she ex- 
claimed ; " I am going to make a fan." 

Edward turned quickly upon her. " Throw 
it away," he cried ; " I won't have one of those 

things in the house, they bring bad 

luck." 

The little feather fell from Agnes's fingers. 

" Bad luck !" she answered, contemptu- 
ously. 

He was inclined to make a hasty rejoinder, 
but checked himself. Mrs. Turner's account 
of her husband's death was characteristically 
given. 

" He was the best husband woman ever 
had," she wrote ; " the tenderest father, the 
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most unselfish friend. He had stumbled 
upon one rock only — that of believing every- 
one to be as honest as himself; he was 
too good to cope with an artful world, and 
he never really recovered from the shock 
he received when young Sherwood was 
ruined through his instrumentality. I would 
give my life to hear him speak just once 
more," she added. " What is life to me now 
— my husband dead, my children absent ? 
He might have been spared a little longer, 
but as the sun has spots, so there was one 
flaw in his disposition — obstinacy. Only 
half an hour before he died I offered him the 
most delicious soup — the very essence of 
meat, but he wouldn't touch it. I exhorted 
him to drink it. I told him it was his duty 
to try to recover. I even implored him with 
tears; but no, he would not. Dearest 
Edward, root out every stone of obstinacy in 
your child, if you wish for her welfare. My 



WORTH WAITING FOR. 23 

poor Agnes, what will she suffer when she 
reads this; and John — show this to John, 
and say I will write fully to him next week. 
Poor John ! so unlike his patient, kindly 
father; and Ethel, so self-willed and domi- 
neering, they will not suffer as my tender 
Agnes will. You and Ellen will, I know, 
break this carefully to her." 

Ellen read the above twice. It was a 
difficult thing to make her mind concentrate 
itself on this new trouble when it was already 
so full of Major Smithson's death ; and when 
William's letter was in her hand waiting to 
be read ; but as a child reserves the plums in 
the pudding for the last, and as we elders 
persistently get through our duty before we 
light our cigar or cut the new book, so she 
forced herself to imagine Mrs. Turner's loss 
and Agnes's grief, and tried hard to put her- 
self in Agnes's place. But it would not do ; 
the sympathy she was usually so ready to 
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give would not come at her call now, for 
under her hand was the wizard's wand that 
had turned her darkness into light, and well- 
ing up in her heart that but just now had 
been so full of gloom and sorrow was a well- 
spring of deep gladness. 

At last the envelope was opened, and its 
contents lay before her. He said he wrote 
because he knew she would like to be told 
about Mr. Turner's death ; and he fancied, 
from what he saw of Mrs. Turner's violent 
grief, that she would be unable to satisfy her 
daughter's desire for particulars. He told of 
his repeated visits to Porchester Terrace, to 
assure the dying man again and again that he 
bore him no malice, of poor Mrs. Turner's 
mingled vexation and agony as she saw her 
husband unable to take proper nourishment, 
and how hard she tried to persuade herself it 
was from obstinacy and not real illness. 

The letter contained very little beside this. 
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He mentioned Mrs. Williams, and just alluded 
to his own prospects as looking a little better ; 
but though he wrote freely, as if to a true 
friend, the letter was a terrible disappoint- 
ment to Ellen. She read every word eagerly. 
She turned it over in search of possible 
crossing or corner additions, and then, when 
she could not reap one loving expression, nor 
discover one line that conveyed the slightest 
tenderness, she threw it from her in anger, 
telling herself she did not care, though in 
another instant she was crying as if broken- 
hearted, and comparing this studied friend- 
liness with her dead friend's fervent de- 
votion. 

If she could but have seen William writing 
it, struggling to suppress the passionate yearn- 
ing in his heart, and bidding himself again 
and again remember he was in no position to 
bind a woman to him ! Might she not already 
have discovered she had only fancied she had 
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loved him ? he argued ; could he in honour 
remind her of their unspoken vows ? Her 
loving eyes, her clinging hands, her sobs and 
tears and agonized farewell, were before him. 
But all that happened long ago. 

She was young and impressionable, and 
she was very pretty ; how could he — how 
dare he, reckon upon her faithfulness — he, 
penniless and afar off? Men cannot trust as 
women can. William tortured himself to fear 
the worst, and so, while his heart beat as he 
traced her name on the letter, and devoutly 
kissed it as he placed it in the cover, smiling 
as he thought how her fingers must press the 
place his lips had touched, he carefully suc- 
ceeded, as we have seen, in making himself 
appear cold and changed. 

By-and-by some sense of why he wrote 
thus came to comfort her. Of course he had 
done so purposely ; his silly, overstrained 
notions of honour withheld him, she said, with 
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a smile once more ; and she ended in being 
glad the letter was as it was, that she might 
show it to her brother and sister unhesi- 
tatingly, and so forcibly disabuse their minds 
of any doubts her foolish conduct with Captain 
Sharpe might have caused them to feel. 

Dooliejuldi felt itself aggrieved when it 
found itself unable to go and condole with 
Mrs. and Miss Longley on the terrible shock 
of the fatal tiger hunt It had heard how the 
major had laid himself — figuratively — at the 
fair "spin's" feet, and with the natural 
craving for sensation, it had intended to see 
how the young lady comported herself under 
the double affliction to her heart and to her 
pride. Would she wear crape for him ? 
Could she sacrifice all her lovely coloured 
things ? Would she cast down her eyes to 
show her long brown lashes ; and would she 
give up dancing for a while ? 

Subs had grown eloquent over such like 
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surmises ; and Colonel and Mrs. Knowall 
had been more sarcastic th^n usual as they 
spoke of the " poor girl's disappointment." 
It was, therefore, most annoying when Mr. 
Turner's death came to interfere, and give 
the fair mourner a reasonable excuse for 
becoming seclusion. When she appeared at 
church in mourning bets were made after- 
wards as to for whom it was worn ; but when 
it was bruited abroad the commissioner's 
well-remembered ring was on her dimpled 
hand, all doubt was ended. 

" A dreadful disappointment/' Mrs. Pryor 
remarked ; " but it must comfort the poor girl 
to know her efforts to catch that poor man 
had not been quite useless," while prospectless 
swains who had never aspired to Ellen's love, 
though they had warmly sought her smiles, 
honestly declared no one could accuse her of 
trying to catch any man, and pitied her 
sincerely for her supposed loss. 
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Agnes showed less grief than her husband 
expected. He broke the news to her when 
she was back in her own room, in the tumble- 
down bungalow, with Jane at her side, and 
the puny, colourless baby on her lap again. 
With infinite pain and difficulty, the poor 
little creature had cut a tooth in their absence, 
and Agnes had just heard Jane's precise 
account of the performance. She began to 
cry violently when Eddy told her who his 
black-bordered letter came from, and at once 
guessed her father was dead ; but when her 
grief frightened the delicate baby, and it 
turned towards Jane for comfort, she reso- 
lutely suppressed her sobs and put the letter 
aside till she succeeded in reassuring her 
little girl. Then, for the first time, she 
allowed her intense fondness for the child to 
be apparent. 

"Well, come," Jane said, afterwards, to 
Ellen, " if t' old master did no good i' his 
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life, he's done some in his death. If Miss 
Agnes goes on taking to the baby, I may tell 
Sergeant MacWhuskie to speak to his cap- 
tain." 

" Oh, Jane !" cried Ellen. 

" Yes, Miss Ellen. MacWhuskie promises 
fair, and he's made his will in my favour, and 
I 'm sure, to see his poor shirt wrists is shock- 
ing, and I can't expect a man at his time of 
life to stand any shilly-shallying, and if 
there's aught wanted with any of you, why 
there I shall be just t' same as ever." 

" But, Jane, just think ; you'll have to go 
wherever he's ordered, and — what do you 
know about him ? he " 

"Nay, nay, Miss Ellen. I've had his 
book, and sifted all the entries ; and I reckon 
my book won't show so fair at the judgment. 
There's his savings, too — all real ; and he's 
full sergeant, Miss Ellen. It's a good posi- 
tion, higher than my mother would have 
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looked for me at Roseberry Topping, and 
we're not likely to be bothered with children ; 
so I don't see, Miss Ellen, 'at I can do better 
than be Mrs. MacWhuskie, and I can never 
do it at a better time than while t' old missis 
is full of herself. I'd never dare do it at all 
if t' deep, t' water wasn't atween her and 
me. 

Major Smithson's tragic end was a nine 
days' wonder, and then Dooliejuldi looked 
forward to his successor with interest and 
curiosity. By-and-by, when Ellen and Agnes 
resumed their places in society, Ellen's con- 
duct ceased to be watched, and the ring she 
always wore ceased to provoke comment. 
In the six weeks after their return from camp 
the hot weather came striding onwards, and 
Jane became Mrs. Sergeant MacWhuskie 
and removed to her husband's quarters in 
barracks, though she spent greater part of 
every day with Agnes. 
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By April the punkahs were in constant 
use in the officers' quarters, and in the pri- 
vates' barracks, in church, and in hospital; 
and early in May, when the hot winds came 
in, grass blinds kept wet at the outside closed 
every door in the bungalow, and made the 
rooms feel like a hot grotto or a fern -house. 
At this time, Ellen's energy began to fail her, 
when from eight o'clock in the morning till 
six in the afternoon semi-darkness prevailed, 
when she dare not even peep outside because 
of the fiery glow, when merely calling out to 
the sleepy punkah-wallah or the negligent 
water-thrower to increase their exertions was 
an effort almost beyond her strength, when 
the going down of the sun brought little or 
no relief, and the evening drive, made in 
the thinnest muslins and without hat or 
bonnet or gloves, was no refreshment, when, 
the after-dinner hours were protracted till far 
into the night, not because sitting out in the 
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compound was cooler, but because the long, 
sleepless hours inside were dreaded; when, 
morning after morning, the pitiless sun swiftly 
followed the dawn, and strengthening day by 
day poured down a brazen fury of heat, till 
the black cotton soil yawned wide, and the 
lake became slimy and fetid, and had to be 
shunned as pestilential ; when Ellen learnt ta 
hate the gleaming stars, brilliant in their 
cloudless canopy, and to watch more eagerly 
than ever did the seer of old, for the little 
sign, " no bigger than a man's hand/' to bring- 
promise of refreshment. Then she under- 
stood how Anglo-Indians cultivated liver 
complaints, and became chronically lackadai- 
sical. 

But for weeks after these cheering signs 
really appeared no rain followed, and no 
relief came. Limp and dispirited, Doolie- 
juldi met night after night at the croquet- 
ground, and at each other's houses ; but the: 
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talk was of the thermometer and the working 
of the tatties, the only enjoyable meetings 
being in the very early morning, when 
those who had strength to rise before they 
were obliged, rode out under the exquisite 
trees, then in all their rare perfection of 
foliage, and returned to early breakfast in the 
verandah of one of the party. 

Edward Longley was always sought to 
join these rides, and partake of these chota 
hazaris. To see and hear him at these 
times he appeared not to have a care in the 
world, and Ellen, unable to help enjoying his 
merry remarks, could not bear afterwards to 
obtrude such disagreeable things on his notice 
as small debts pressing for payment, and, as 
long as her allowance lasted, would pay it 
away on his behalf rather than bring a frown 
to his handsome face, and see Agnes's sorrow- 
ful eyes when his voice changed to anger 
consequent on any appeal to his purse. 
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" I'm a great coward/' Ellen said to her 
sister-in-law; "I've spent every rupee I have, 
and I have no more due for six weeks. 
Eddy drew his pay yesterday, and Samuel 
got his bill paid, though I know it was much 
more than it ought to be, so I must speak to 
Eddy, after all I wish you'd go and spend 
the day with Mrs. Roberts, and then I don't 
so much mind making him cross." 

So by herself Ellen attacked her brother, 
and Edward showed no resentment 

" Now, look here," he said, " I've spent 
every pice of my last pay in stopping the 
mouths of those horrid bazaar men ; none of 
the servants' wages are paid either ; and I'm 
in debt a thousand rupees, besides the little 
bills in London. I'd borrow more, only the 
interest is so ruinous. I was going to ask 
you this very day if you can't lend me a few 
hundreds more." 

" I've paid all the current expenses out of 

3—2 
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my allowance, Eddy, for the last month," she 
answered. " I shan't have a penny for six 
weeks more, unless I sell out." 

" Ah — well, I suppose one can't expect you 
to do that again," he rejoined ; " but it makes 
a fellow wretched to be bothered out of his 
life for a paltry few hundreds ; other fellows 
have fathers to pull them through, but I 
haven't a creature." 

Ellen thought of the money she had already 
advanced, but generously refrained from say- 
ing anything. 

"You see," he continued, "any of these 
black fellows may show me up at head-quar- 
ters, and then my pay would be cut till I 
cleared myself, besides the disgrace. If only 
Smithson had lived, I should have had a 
powerful friend, and these bazaar wretches 
dare not have annoyed me. But it's just my 
luck : my best friend gone, and here am I, 
with a sick wife and that poor little rickety 
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child. I really do think I envy Smithson in 
his grave." 

Of course Ellen could not stand this argu- 
ment Mr. Longley presently went across to 
fetch his wife for the evening airing, and to 
cheer up Captain Sharpe, who was still an 
invalid in the Robertses' care, and was so 
genial and talkative that Agnes hardly re- 
quired telling that Ellen had promised to 
write home, and sell out a few other " paltry 
hundreds" for her brother's benefit; and to 
carry the housekeeping on till the English 
funds could arrive, Agnes was induced to 
borrow from her brother John. 

Every one said it was an unusually hot 
season, and the natives made small fortunes 
by selling abundance of fruit to the thirsty 
Europeans. Other things less innocent than 
fruit, though perhaps not as dangerous, were 
smuggled into barracks, and cases of drunken- 
ness were very frequent. Several station 
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court-martials were consequent, and the 
officers complained bitterly of having so 
much extra work in the hot day. It was 
bad enough to have to gallop at high noon to 
inspect the dinners, and be sure that Private 
Smith's meat was tender and cooked to his 
mind; but to have to sit many hours day 
after day investigating a case of unmistakable 
drunkenness was more trying still, and sent 
two or three of the committee on the sick-list* 
The hospital, too, was very full ; and one day, 
when John rode up to the Longleys* bunga- 
low, it was to tell them not to expect Jane 
that day, as MacWhuskie was sick in hospital, 
and she had gone in to attend him. 

" You don't look well," Agnes said ; " come 
in and spend the day with us." 

"Why, I'm on duty!" cried John, "and 
have three delightful rounds to make before 
sunset. We must be supposed to be made of 
cast-iron by the mad way we are put on duty 
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in this abominable climate. Til take a peg 
though, if you'll give me one." 

" Ah !" Eddy laughed, " I thought a hot 
season here would bring you to pegs." 

"This sun kills me/' John said, raising 
his white helmet and draining the glass 
of grateful soda-water and brandy; "but 
I'm not going to be a slave to pegs for 
all that" 

He rode away ; and in the middle of the 
day, when the atmosphere was literally reek- 
ing with the awful glare, he reappeared. 

" I've been to dinners/' he said, wearily ; 
" and for the life of me, I daren't go on home. 
I'll stay here till four, if you'll let me." 

He lay down on a sofa close to the door by 
which he had entered, and slept heavily for 
three hours. 

Agnes was very anxious about him, and sat 
by him, keeping his head cool, damping it 
with eau de Cologne and fanning it ; but he 
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awoke unrefreshed, and obstinately refused to 
get a friend to act for him, and lay up. 

" You'll come round early to-morrow, dear?" 
his sister said, as he left. 

But Edward came home from parade next 
morning alone, and looking very serious. 

" John has caved in," he said, with an evi- 
dent effort to speak lightly, " so he's on the 
sick-list for a few days." 

"Ill go and see him," said Agnes. 

" No, no, Nelson's with him ; he's all right 
— it's too hot." 

" To-night, then ?" Agnes rejoined. 

Ellen followed Eddy to ask whether the 
illness was serious. 

" Cholera !" Eddy whispered ; " and Mac- 
Whuskie is down with it, too." 

" I know what I'll do," Agnes said, when 
they rejoined her ; " as soon as Jane comes — 
I think she's sure to be here to-day — I'll send 
her in the buggy to John to see he's got 
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everything comfortable, and when we go out, 
you can drop me at the piggery, and call for 
me as you return." 

" All right," said Eddy. 

But breakfast was hardly over, when an 
orderly came, and then it was impossible to 
prevent her guessing the presence of the 
terrible scourge in cantonments, for orders 
were out for the immediate removal of the 
regiment into camp, two miles from the 
station; and as the adjutant must go with it, 
he decided that his family should accompany 
him. 

" Now," cried Agnes, " John shall go with 
baby and me in the buggy ; and do try and 
manage for his tent to be near ours. Jane 
won't be able to come ; she'll be so busy," she 
added. " I'll write a chit to tell John what 
time Til call for him." 

" What are we to say ?" Eddy exclaimed, as 
his wife went off to write. 
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But he was saved the pain of enlightening^ 
her. The ayah condoled with her on John's 
bad illness, and presently she returned dread- 
fully agitated. 

"If Jane can't go to him, I will !" she ex- 
claimed. " Do you think I can let him die 
alone when I am close by — the only relation 
he has near him ? No ! you may all go into 
camp, but I will not leave him — I will not !" 

She was crying bitterly, and her face was 
flushed and quivering with excitement 

"He has the doctors, and a good servant, 
and you can do him no good," cried Eddy ; 
" you forget us ; if you go to John, you can't 
come back to us. Would you give us cholera 
too ?" 

" No !" she cried, " I'll stay with him ; he 
has no one else. Oh ! poor Johnny !" 

" But the poor little baby !" Ellen said,, 
softly. 

She turned deadly pale. " Ah !" she ex- 
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claimed, as if suddenly convinced of the im- 
practicability of her desire, " I can't leave her, 
and I can't take her into danger, Ellen. 
What can I do ? Will you go ?" 

Without a moment's hesitation, Ellen said 
yes, she would go ; she was not afraid ; she 
did not believe in infection ; of course she 
would go. 

Eddy turned wrathfully on his wife. " If 
you persuade her to go, and she dies, you'll 
be a murderess !" he exclaimed, in loud anger. 
"John will do well enough. Do you think 
he would like you to go into certain danger ?" 

He went away, full of business, believing he 
had succeeded in stopping the mad project ; 
but Agnes was too full of trouble to be very 
reasonable. The regiment was to march out 
that evening, but the officers' families were to 
remain till early the following morning, it 
being impossible to put every one under 
canvas so rapidly. Edward had to leave 
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Samuel to arrange all for the ladies' removal, 
and to go with the men, and all the day 
Agnes was planning means how to get at her 
brother's true state. Twice the doctor sent 
bulletins, and Mr. Nelson wrote just as he 
was leaving to say John was no worse ; but 
that he was no better was bad enough, and 
both Agnes and Ellen feared the worst was 
kept from them. 

No one had time to pay visits ; all was 
confusion and haste ; and as soon as Mr. 
Longley had left home, Agnes sent a servant 
to obtain direct intelligence from John's 
bearer. Before he returned, Jane appeared. 

The two young ladies had come out in the 
verandah, after the long gloomy day spent in 
the dark house, and were watching the ayah 
walking about with the baby, when Jane, 
draped in as much black as the soldiers' wives 
■could lend at a short notice, came up. 

" Oh, Miss Agnes, Miss Ellen !" she cried; 
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" I'm a widder indeed ; I've just seen Mac- 
Whuskie laid i' his soldier's grave. I've paid 
him all the respect his position required. I 
tried to jump in after him, as was but due to 
a sergeant ; but of course I let 'em pull me 
back — what good could bumping on his poor 
coffin do him, indeed ? So here I am, Miss 
Agnes, back again, and would you like me to- 
go to Master John ?" 

She stood fanning herself with a handker- 
chief, looking decently solemn and grieved,, 
but not inconsolable ; her own sorrows were 
to give place now her old duties returned up- 
permost 

" Master John is younger than MacWhus- 
kie," she continued, as the ladies remained 
silent, stricken by her unexpected announce- 
ment, " and he's never tried his constitution 
with drink, nor been weakened by many 
years i' this dreadful land — he may get over 
it" 
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" May ! Oh, Jane, is there any doubt ?" 

Agnes had risen and clasped Jane's arm, as 
she asked the question in an agony of sorrow. 
The nurse pushed her from her, herself re- 
treating. 

" Keep away, Miss Agnes, love," she cried. 
" They say there's no infection, but no one 
knows nothing about cholera, I say. One's 
taken and t'other's left, in the same room. 
There's MacWhuskie, he's gone, and I'm 
left There's Mr. John down, and Mr. Nel- 
son isn't touched. . Now, keep quiet, Mrs. 
Edward, and I'll go over and come back and 
tell you the sacred truth of Master John's 
state." 

They sat watching for her to return, till 
long past ten o'clock, but she did not appear. 
Both the young ladies were painfully excited. 
In the brilliant moonlight every object round 
them was distinctly visible ; the distant 
country, the barracks, the bungalows ; but 
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no human being was to be seen. The lights 
in the Robertses' house were out ; the servants 
were either asleep or gone to the bazaar. 
They felt forsaken and alone, helpless and 
miserable. 

At last Agnes got up. 

" Look here," she said ; " I can't bear this 
any longer — it is wicked to leave John alone 
to die like a dog. I must see him. I'll just 
run along — I'm sure not to meet a soul. I 
won't be many minutes. Ellen, I must go, 
or I shall go mad." 

" Let me go," Ellen said, taking her hands. 
" Think of Eddy and the baby. Let me go, 
dear ; I am stronger than you — and I have 
not the ties you have." 

" No," Agnes said ; " didn't you hear Jane 
say it is not considered infectious ? — and I 
don't fear — I must go. Let us go together ; 
we shall be back in a quarter of an 
hour." 
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"If you will promise me to wait in his 
compound, and let me go in ?" 

" Yes, I will, unless — unless he's dying/' 

Carried away by excitement, they ran along 
the white roads, meeting only the skulking 
jackal and the cowardly pariah dog, and pass- 
ing the deserted barracks and dark empty 
mess bungalow, they reached the little 
tumble-down house, with its untidy surround- 
ings ; but before they entered the compound, 
Jane came hurriedly out She started at 
seeing them, and motioned them to keep 
away. 

" Go and stand out there in t' road," she 
whispered. " Go back, directly. What have 
you come here for ?" 

She spoke as she used to speak to them in 
their childhood, peremptorily, and, as then, 
so now, they obeyed her, and went back. 

" Go along home," she added. " I'll come 
with you, but a little behind. What would 
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the Captain say, Miss Agnes. Where's the 
dear baby, too ?" 

But Agnes had only* obeyed her in a 
moment's forgetfulness of their changed po- 
sitions, and she turned and faced her reso- 
lutely. 

" I've come to see John," she said, " and I 
shall not go without seeing him. I insist on 
seeing him, Jane. I'm no child, now, to be 
ordered by you or any one." 

She raised her hand to keep the nurse 
silent, and moved back to the compound, but 
Jane stepped nimbly in front of her. 

" Miss Agnes, my poor lamb," she en- 
treated ; (< have pity on us, who love you so. 
You can do no good ; his mother could do 
him no good no more. I've just laid him 
dojvn — he's in no pain nor trouble now, for 
God has put him to sleep." 
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CHOLERA, 




GNES stood for an instant, staring 
at the woman, as if she could not 
comprehend her; then, rapid as 
thought, she flew past her, and entered the 
bungalow. 

In the centre of the little comfortless room, 
on a rough, low charpoy, John Turner lay 
dead. Jane's kindly hands had closed the 
eyes, and crossed the pale hands, and re- 
moved from the scene all traces of the hor- 
rible disease that had shortened his young 
life. In the full strength of his early man- 
hood, in the pride of his robust health, 
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before disappointed ambition and regrets, and 
weariness and suffering, could sadden his sen- 
sitive heart, before belief in the goodness of 
human nature was broken, while all the world 
was bright before him, and no shadows lay on 
the past, and no limits appeared to the glow- 
ing future, God had put him to sleep ; and as 
the two girls stood beside him, and looked 
on the calm face just settled into the peace of 
recent death, not even his sister dare grieve. 
She only murmured, " Oh, what will mamma 
say ?" and soon yielded to Jane's entreaties, 
and left the house. 

Hand-in-hand Agnes and Ellen walked 
slowly home, through the intensely vivid 
moonlight. Jane preferred remaining to 
watch by her nursling. Agnes uttered no 
complaint ; she spoke softly of " poor John," 
and wondered how early he would be buried 
in the morning ; as they reached the house 
the cries of the baby made them quicken 
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their steps ; they found both ayah and bearer 
sound asleep, close to the cot wherein the 
child lay screaming. 

Forgetful of everything, Agnes seized her 
baby, and hushed it to her bosom, but it 
would not be pacified, and for the rest of the 
night mother and aunt alternately walked 
with it to and fro, till at daybreak the weary 
wail ceased, and she slept an uneasy sleep. 

At eight o'clock they heard a volley fired,, 
and rightly guessed it was over John's un- 
timely grave. Soon afterwards, Edward rode 
in ; he, with several of the officers, had come 
in from camp to attend the funeral. 

John had been a favourite, and the Colonel 
had brought the band in, and buried his 
youngest subaltern with all possible honour. 
John was the first officer who had died of 
cholera, and his death made the mess very 
serious. 

Edward Longley had made fun of his. 
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brother-in-law, and professed to consider him 
a foolish boy, but in his frivolous heart he 
had a respect for the sub., who had not only 
lived on his pay, but had been able to lend a 
few pounds to his senior officer, and who, 
though plain of manner and reticent of talk- 
ing of his own capabilities, was a hard-work- 
ing officer, a daring rider, a good shot, and a 
single-minded gentleman. Forgetful, there- 
fore, for a little time, of self, Mr. Longley 
came to his wife with words of sincere sym- 
pathy on his lips, and for that day, at least, 
gratified her with loving words, and with 
kindly notice of the baby. 

They all went out to camp that evening, 
and were overtaken half-way by a heavy 

» 

storm of wind and rain — the chota bursat, or 
unsettled weather, that precedes the annual 
steady downfall. Agnes, already tried to the 
titmost in mind and body, succumbed under 
the thorough wetting. Cholera began, and 
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before dawn her fragile body gave up the 
burthen of life. There was no leisure for 
solemn parting and tender last words and 
looks. 

Edward and Ellen were with her to the 
last, unconscious of her great danger; and 
for some time after she was dead, moved 
softly, and spoke in whispers, believing she 
was dozing. Thus, in the narrow tent out in 
the jungles, the tender mother's darling died ; 
while far away in England the poor widowed 
mother was just beginning to remember 
thankfully that though she was bereaved of 
her husband, she had still two treasures re- 
maining — her son, and her youngest daughter,, 
that fair, sweet, obedient pupil, who had never 
given her a moment's vexation, and towards 
whose gentle spirit the mother's irritable soul 
turned as to a haven of repose. 

The ayah's wail revealed the awful truth,, 
and as Edward understood the full import of 
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her distress, he uttered a cry that condoned 
to Ellen all his shortcomings, and made 
her still her own suffering to comfort 
him. 

But what comfort was possible ? 

In the early evening of that day they 
buried Agnes by her brother's side ; ladies 
and gentlemen civil and military fell in with 
the little procession at the cemetery gates ; 
all the English portion of Dooliejuldi thronged 
round ; and it was in that time of utter 
misery Ellen discovered what a fund of pity 
and tenderness lay beneath seemingly selfish 
worldly dispositions, and understood what 
binds Anglo-Indians so strongly together — 
the mutual experience of trial and weakness ; 
the sad memories they have in common ; the 
unselfish attention they so freely yield in sea- 
sons of sorrow, on the thousand and one oc- 
casions that can arise only amongst strangers 
in a strange and deadly land. 
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There is no more sadly suggestive a sight, 
than an Indian cemetery ; no sadder reading 1 
than its monuments afford. Situated gene- 
rally on the scorched, shadeless maidan, one 
enters its high walls and passes int6 its deep 
shade, as into a region of perfect rest : luxuri- 
ant trees, never-fading roses, fragrant shrubs, 
and blooming flowers, rise in ever fresh 
beauty, to hide the rapidly-crumbling stones, 
and to decorate God's acre fitly. 

On either hand the graves lie thick, filled 
with England's youngest and most promising 
children; men, like John, in their earliest 
manhood.; men in their early prime, gentle 
and private, all alike cut down before they 
reached the noon-day; soldiers, who have 
gained honours in hardly-known battles, and 
survived shot and shell and storms ; soldiers 
just out from home ; strong country lads, with 
English bloom still upon their beardless 
faces, careless to believe in danger; young 
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wives and young mothers ; children of all 
ages, but most especially little infants ; 
mothers and their babies together; hus- 
bands and wives together; often whole 
families t6gether ; sometimes half a company 
of a regiment under one stone. You may 
pass through each alley, and cross every grass 
plot, but will find no old — hardly an elderly 
man or woman there. 

Familiar names lie on the stones, — names 
of pleasant English towns and villages, — 
names that recall fresh breezes, green fields 
and bowery lanes, so far — so very far away, 
and suggest to us vacant places in hearts and 
homes, saddened eyes and shadowed hearths, 
and yearnings only to be appeased when 
death shall join all the loved ones in the 
sinless fields of Paradise. 

Standing by Agnes' grave, close to John's, 
Edward and Ellen hardly realised what had 
happened ; as in a dream, they listened to the 
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beautiful service, and received the sympathy 
of their friends, and in the reserve and silence 
of their yet tearless grief, rode back to camp, 
where they found Jane reinstalled in charge 
of the baby. 

Edward went up to the child and kissed 
her, and for the first time she smiled at him, 
and in her baby way struggled to go to him. 
Something in her smile recalled Agnes to 
him, and he broke down, and cried with a 
violence that alarmed the women. Far into 
the dreary night Ellen sat beside him, sooth- 
ing and caressing him, till at length, wearied 
out, he fell into a deep sleep. Then mer- 
ciful oblivion came to Ellen; for days she 
lay in deadly conflict with the enemy that 
had already caused her so much suffering* 
and when she recovered her consciousness, 
she found herself back at Dooliejuldi, the 
punkah hard at work over head, and Jane 
looking very worn and white at her side 
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During her attack the rains had set in, and 
she had been ordered into the bungalow ; the 
cholera was believed to have been set at bay, 
and the camp was about .to be broken 
up. 

" I'd like to see baby," Ellen said, as she 
again revived to reason. 

" Not now, Miss Ellen." 

" Who is she with ?" 

" Now, just keep quiet, my dear Miss 
Ellen." 

" I will only just look at her and kiss her, 
Jane. Fetch her for a moment, do." 

"She's asleep, my dear." 

Ellen was struck by something in Jane's 
voice. 

"Is she dead, too, Jane ?" she asked. 

" Well, there now, Miss Ellen. Ay, she's 
gone to her ma'. I reckon God Almighty 
knew Miss Agnes was hankering after it* 
She smiled at me so often like a little angel. 
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Miss Ellen, you won't grudge her to her ma', 
will you ?" 

Ellen was too weak to bear this additional 
shock ; she had learned to love the little pale 
infant out of compassion for its feeble suffer- 
ing state, and when Agnes died she had told 
herself she would never let the poor baby 
miss a mother's love. Henceforth the little 
girl was to be her sole care ; and if the time 
•ever came for Eddy to replace his dead wife, 
then she would ask him to let her take Agnes* 
child back with her to England, to be as her 
own. 

She became hysterical and delirious when 
Jane told her of this third death ; and when 
Edward came home next day it was to 
renewed anxiety. He was very careworn 
and very grateful to the ladies who instituted 
themselves nurses in turn with much-tried 
Jane. There was a terrible void in his once 
careless heart — a terrible longing even for the 
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pitiful cry of the weakly baby. He would sit 
in his office crying over the work he had not 
strength to perform, and appear on parade so 
dejected and forlorn that the roughest private 
there commiserated his state. 

He had been a general favourite in his 
handsome wayward self-content, and in his 
sorrow he was petted and solaced by all. 
Notwithstanding the wretched weather, the 
sodden earth, the torrents of rain, the thick 
fogs, and dank misery of the season, his 
bungalow was thronged by kindly friends 
doing their best to cheer him and dissipate 
his unhappiness. 

Ellen came to love these new friends with 
affectionate gratitude, and as she slowly re- 
turned to convalescence, to listen for their 
voices and steps as one listens for familiar 
music. It was a season of terrible depression ; 
the beating of the torrents of rain, the moan- 
ing of the warm unrefreshing wind, the mush- 
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room-like smell of the all-pervading damp, 
the loud, continuous, wearisome croaking of 
m hundreds of frogs, the dark brooding clouds, 
the alarming crashes of thunder and fatal 
flashes of lightning, the fear of the return of 
cholera and the remembrance of its visit, 
crushed the spirits and destroyed the health. 

For weeks Ellen lived as if in a horrible 
dream, becoming emaciated, and wan, and 
nervous, dreading to be alone, and, more than 
all, dreading Mrs. Turners letter. 

While she was in this state Edward came 
in one morning in unusual excitement 

" Here's the brigade-major from Jubbul- 
pore come in to the dak bungalow/' he said. 
" He's been nearly drowned, and had to walk 
part of the way, because his horse couldn't 
get on. He arrived plastered with mud 
from head to foot Has had to eat quinine 
all the journey through, and is the most 
miserable wretch altogether I ever saw. I 
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suppose you know what he's come 
about ?" 

" The brigade-major from Jubbulpore," 
she repeated, mixing up in her memory all 
the gentlemen of that rank she had seen. 
■" No, I don't know him, do I ?" 

"Don't know him!" Edward exclaimed 
with his old impatience. " That's sheer non- 
sense ; he says you expect him." 

" Eddy, dear, he must be mad. What is 
his name ?" 

" My dear girl, do speak out, don't try my 
temper by equivocations ; he's Vernon — 
Vernon in the divorce case that came off the 
other day. He tells me you and he are only 
waiting for it to be decided to marry, ^nd I 
must say you might have treated me better. 
I have enough to bear I'm sure — misery, and 
solitude, and poverty. I did think my sis- 
ter would have a little consideration for 
tne. 
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She put her hand up to her head, stunned 

■ 

by his accusation. 

" Tell me exactly what he said," she ex- 
claimed, bewildered. 

"The colonel got hold of him first, of course," 
Eddy answered, bitterly, "and pumped the 
man dry. It won't be a very nice thing to 
spread half over India that you have been 
carrying on with as good as a married man, 
encouraging poor Smithson too, and making 
me look like a fool. Fanny Roberts wasn't 
deceitful, at all events. No one can say she 
was systematically hypocritical. K no wall 
came laughing up to me and said, * So your 
pretty sister has bamboozled us all; and 
here's the gallant bridegroom on the scene at 
last.' " 

She put up her hand and interrupted 
him. 

" Eddy, dear, I really haven't the remotest 
idea what it all means." 
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"Perhaps the fellow's mad, then," he re- 
plied. " I must own I thought such conduct 
very unlike you. I told the colonel he must 
be mistaken ; but he had a message for me. 
There could be no mistake, he said, and I was 
to go to the dak bungalow directly. Well, I 
went, and he greeted me very civilly, de- 
clared he was very glad to make my acquaint- 
ance, and supposed you were expecting him.. 
I said how ill you had been, and still were,, 
and that I knew nothing about .him and his 
affairs." 
" Well ?" 

" Oh, he wasn't the least disconcerted- 
He admired your proper reticence, as he 
phrased it, and was charmed he was at last- 
able to reward your constancy. I declare he 
said all this. His late marriage was dissolved 
last week, and he at once started to see you, 
and arrange for your speedy union. ' The 
late Mrs. Vernon's carriage is being painted 
vol. in. 5 
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afresh, and the bungalow is being coloured. 
He thinks change of air and scene will do 
you good, and the sooner you allow the day 
to be named the better." 

And Eddy burst into a bitter laugh. 

" But, Eddy — I remember him now — he's 
the most dreadful, miserable, wearisome crea- 
ture. His troubles must have unhinged his 
mind. He never even tried to flirt with me. 
I should as soon have expected to see him 
fly. Oh, yes, though, perhaps he meant to 
express his regard when he sent me the first 
stage in his bullock-cart, and gave me a fan 
at parting. " 

" Did you take it ? Why, then, of course, 
that's it That's the old-fashioned Indian 
mode of courting. If a lady accepts a pre- 
sent from an unmarried man it is equivalent 
to saying she will accept all he possesses. 
Why didn't you shy it back at him, and spare 
me all this ridicule and trouble ?" 
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" I thought him an old married man, and 
a very disagreeable one, too ; but it was very 
kind of him troubling about my dak, and 
lending me his nice cart ; and I was sorry for 
Tiim, too, his brother was killed in the mutiny 
and his wife must have behaved very badly." 

" But you shouldn't be sorry for such a 
flat ! That's it, you see, you did encourage 
him ; and now I should like to know what's 
to be done ?" 

" What did you say ?" 

" I said I knew nothing, and could say 
nothing to him till I'd spoken to you. He's 

gone to the colonel's to breakfast, and by 

Jove, here's the colonel's orderly. He's 
written from there, no doubt." 

Two letters and a box were brought in. 
•Captain Vernon's was as follows : 

" My dear Miss Longley, 

" I am a plain man, of few words ; but 

5—2 ' 
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the message I sent you by your youthful con- 
nection, Mr. John Turner, would show you 
my hopes were unchanged since we met at 
Jubbulpore. Justice has freed me from a 
degrading yoke, and I can now come openly 
forward to solicit the favour of your hand in 
marriage, your Jieart I glory in believing to 
have long been mine. For any reference 
your brother may require as to my status, he 
can inspect the ' Army List/ ' Burke's 
Landed Gentry/ page 333, and can write to 
my bankers, Messrs. Robarts and Co. Since 
you so graciously accepted my little offering,, 
life has once more appeared desirable, and I 
am happy in feeling sure your love and atten- 
tion will soon obliterate the sad experience I 
had with the late Mrs. V., will smoothe the 
lines from my brow, and rehabilitate my 
stricken spirit I forward with this the 
dressing-case and some of the jewels I pre- 
sented to my former bride, and which she 
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had the honesty to leave behind her on her 
guilty flight from virtue to vice. With deep 
sympathy I hear of your sad trials ; give me 
speedy permission to take you to new scenes 
as Mrs. Vernon, and oblige, yours ever affec- 
tionately, 

" J. H. Vernon." 

With the nearest approach to laughter she 
had felt for many a day, Ellen threw this 
letter to her brother, and opened the other, 
which was from Mrs. K no wall. 

" My dear Ellen, 

" I would scold you for concealing 
your very romantic attachment, only I do not 
like to damp the happiness I hope you are 
feeling. Captain Vernon is with us, and it is 
quite refreshing to hear his undisguised ad- 
miration of you. But I feel bound to see all 
due regard is paid to propriety, and the 
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colonel joins me in saying we think you had 
best come to us during Captain Vernon's 
stay in Dooliejuldi, as it would hardly do for 
you to receive his visits under existing cir- 
cumstances, and engaged young ladies — -par- 
ticularly in India — need to be especially 
careful and prudent, to prevent the least ex- 
cuse for censoriousness and gossip. 

" Shall I send my doolie for you, and at 
what o'clock ? Tell your brother we shall 
expect him to dinner always^ and hope he 
will come in and out, while you are with us,, 
whenever and as often as he pleases. 

" Always yours, 

11 Nettie Knowall." 

Of the first epistle jMx. Longley exclaimed,. 
" The confounded prig !" Of the second he 
was more diffuse. " Nettie Knowall ; Nettie 
Pretty, as we used to call her," he said. 
" The little humbug, the little audacious 
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humbug ; so she sets up for propriety, does 
she ? I am amazed she dare talk such stuff; 
to my sister, too. Ah, ah, ah! Ellen, do 
you know she was good enough to jilt me 
once ?" 

" Yes, I know." 

" You do ! Did — did Agnes know, do you 
think ?" 

" Yes, I think she did ; but she never said 
so in so many words." 

" Poor little Agnes !" he cried, suddenly 
throwing himself down on the sofa, and burst- 
ing into tears. " I wish I'd told her it all ; 
but I didn't like her to know I'd been fooled. 
Poor little Agnes ! I wish Fd left her in her 
childishness and goodness with her mother I 
We didn't understand each other : we didn't 
know how to manage each other. Arthur . 
Sherwood was right : she was never meant 
to rough it as a soldier's wife — my poor 
Agnes !" 
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Ellen began to cry, too, weakly and hysteri- 
cally, and her weeping stopped his. 

" Don't !" he cried, wiping his eyes, and re- 
seating himself beside her. " You'll never 
get well at this rate. Well, now, what is to 
be done ? You'd better look at the present 
before you say No !" 

" I don't know what to write. Do you go 
to him, Eddy. Tell him I'm very sorry I 
misled him ; but I hadn't an idea he cared for 
me, and I'd rather not see him." 

" How can I go and say that to a fellow's 
face ? He'll say I'm influencing and preju- 
dicing you. You need only write a few 
words, but you must yourself answer for your- 
self." 

In desperation, Ellen wrote the follow- 
ing :— 

" Dear Captain Vernon, — 

" I regret very much that my ignorance 
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of Indian customs allowed me to accept your 

civility and leave you with the impression that 

I regarded you in any other light than as a 

kind acquaintance. Your letter has been a 

most painful surprise. It is impossible for me 

to answer it as you desire, though I am fully 

sensible of the compliment you pay me. I 

can only add, I trust you will forgive the 

ignorance that occasioned this unfortunate 

mistake. 

" Very truly yours, 

" Ellen Longley." 

" It reads rather like a letter in one of 
Richardson's novels," Ellen said, doubtfully 
regarding it, " or out of the ' Polite Letter 
Writer ;' but what can I say to such a man ?" 

" I would write simply this," Eddy said : — 

"'Dear Sir,— 

" ' What an ass you have made of your- 
self ; don't let's have any more of it/ 
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You'll see he won't understand your polite- 
ness. Now, there's Netties letter to answer, 
and then pack off that box again at 
once." 

To Mrs. K no wall, she merely said there 
had been a grand misconception on Captain 
Vernon's part 

In half an hour's time, Colonel and Mrs. 
K no wall were announced. 

" Here we are !" cried the colonel. " Cupid's 
ambassadors, Miss Longley ; there's your 
lugubrious swain that fain would be sure 
you are acting against your own interests in 
rejecting such a position as he can give you, 
and we are credited to say so from him,, 
and to give you time for reconsideration. 
There's the newly-varnished carriage, and 
the newly-coloured bungalow, and the late 
Mrs. V/s trinkets, all at your disposal. It 
is impossible that so sensible a lady as you 
appear to be can be regardless of such 
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attractions; indeed, I won't swear you are 
likely ever to have such a chance again !" 

" You ought not to talk in this way," his 
wife exclaimed. " Captain Vernon is quite 
in earnest. It was his misfortune to misin- 
terpret Ellen's kindness to him ; and indeed* 
Ellen, I think you should not have answered 
him so sarcastically/' 

" Sarcastically !" Ellen cried. 

" Yes, you said your ignorance of Indian 
customs misled you. Surely, you know no- 
thing annoys a man who has black blood 
in his veins so much as to be reminded 
of it" 

" I hadn't the faintest idea that he was a 
half-caste." 

" My dear Ellen — pray, hush — half-caste ! 
Of course he's not that ; only " 

" Drank coffee in his youth, and sat in 
the sun," interrupted the colonel, "eh„ 
Longley ?" 
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" Really, Colonel Knowall," added his wife, 
" you are not acting at all judiciously. He 
had a native grandmother, I believe'; but 
Vernon is a first-class name, we all know 
that, and he's a perfect gentleman. If Ellen 
could reconsider his proposal with its many 
recommendations, it really might be for her 
comfort and happiness/' 

" Ellen is in no hurry for a husband," Ed- 
ward said, quietly. " As for Captain Vernon, 
the idea of marrying him is preposterous. 
Surely, Mrs. Knowall, you've changed your 
opinion greatly if you admire that style of 
man ?" 

A very decided colour mounted into Mrs. 
Knowall's face, but she laughed merrily. 

" Don't you see," she cried affectedly, 
" young ladies sometimes say No when they 
mean Yes ; dear Ellen may not like to admit 
she ever encouraged the poor man." 

" Ah, ah !" the colonel exclaimed, " you 
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hear, Longley ? They're a said lot, by their 
own reporting. There's one of them turning 
king's evidence. I wonder," he added, in 
happy unconsciousness, "how many you 
jilted before you took me, Mrs. Nettie ?" 

A short, and, to three of the four, most em- 
barrassing silence followed. Luckily, Colonel 
Knowall was not very sensitive or observant, 
and he rattled on, 

"Well, now come, Miss Longley, throw the 
fellow over, if you've changed your mind. 
He looks as if he enjoyed the dismals ; a 
more miserable-looking suitor /never saw." 

Ellen most emphatically assured him it was 
a complete mistake from beginning to end ; 
and added, that even if she could like Captain 
Vernon, she would not marry a divorced 
man. 

" We won't tell him that," the colonel re- 
joined, " or he might go and kill ' Mrs. V.,' 
to do away with your prejudice. Well, there's 
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nothing more to be said, so come along, 
Nettie. Let's have Belle Pryor for the day ; 
perhaps she may console the poor fellow." 

"It isn't necessary for me to see him, I 
hope," Edward said, as they went away. " As 
Tie has credited you with his errand, he will, I 
suppose, take your answer. Please word it 
•strongly." 

Later in the day came another note from Mrs, 
K no wall, marked private. In it she begged, 
as a sincere well-wisher, that Ellen would well 
consider before she turned Captain Vernon 
-away whether she was acting quite wisely. 
" I could not say much before your brother," 
she wrote ; " but remember he will in all pro- 
bability soon marry again, and in that case 
what will you do ? Captain Vernon seems a 
very worthy man ; and I am sure you are too 
sensible to be led by appearances. He has 
had enough trouble to make him a little sad, 
but in happy circumstances he is very likely 
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cheerful enough. We gave him your de- 
cision, and he groaned most painfully over it, 
and quite distressed me ; but since Mrs. and 
Miss Pryor came in he has been better. I 
should not like it to be said silly little Bel cut 
you out I" 

Mrs. Knowall considered this latter hint a 
fine stroke of diplomacy, but over it Ellen felt 
amused, and, in reply, wrote that no conside- 
ration could make her change her mind, and 
she would be very glad to hear Captain Ver- 
non was consoled by Miss Pryor or any one 
-else. 

No further effort was made to move 
Ellen's hard heart, and Captain Vernon left 
Dooliejuldi two days afterwards, as the 
future husband of Miss Bel Pryor. 

" Of course she must never know why he 
came here," Mrs. Knowall said to the Long- 
leys, when she announced the happy termina- 
tion of his visit. " Mrs. Pryor knows, but 
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Bel does not. Mrs. Pryor is a sensible 
woman, and quite appreciates his position — 
such a good pension his widow will have, 

too r 

" Which widow ?" Ellen asked. 



CHAPTER IV. 



ALL ENDED. 



S the weeks passed on Ellen returned 
slowly to her accustomed duties; 
her youth and good constitution 
had triumphed over suffering, both mental 
and physical, and once more she had to stand 
forth and battle with life's petty worries — 
worries harder to fight against now that her 
spirit was crushed with sorrow and her body 
weakened with illness. 

The first morning she summoned Samuel 

to give her the account — an account not 

taken since their disastrous going into camp. 

The man declared himself unprepared, and 

vol. in. 6 
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resorting to his own language, volubly, as he 
always did whenever he wanted to perplex 
her, enabled her only to understand she should 
have it " kul? to-morrow. 

In the East Indian's vocabulary, £#/ stands 
for any time, very often for no time ; its real 
meaning is as indefinite as his notions of right 
and wrong ; and knowing this, Ellen assured 
him that if he did not prepare it by to-morrow 
he should not be paid. But on the morrow it 
was still kul, and so it continued till, as Ellen 
got stronger, her spirit rose, and she sent him 
off at last with a decided order not to return 
till he had the account exact. Half an hour 
afterwards, he brought it neatly written out 
by a bazaar moonshee in English. The sum 
total horrified her, and she wearied herself in 
thinking how it was to be paid. The last 
money she had given Edward had been un- 
avoidably spent — not in liquidating the debts 
for which it was originally borrowed — but in 
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paying the funeral expenses of Agnes and her 
baby. Now, consequently, not only did those 
debts still remain, but here was a long list of 
household expenses, impossible to question, 
because during her illness Edward had given 
Samuel carte blanche, and Jane had been too 
much engaged to observe what was going on, 
a list that amounted to four hundred rupees. 

Samuel was very civil; he had had to 
borrow right and left, he said, to pay for all 
those things, for the sahib would not be 
troubled ; and now the bazaar lenders were 
very urgent for payment, could the Missy 
Baba pay him to-day. 

Ellen felt very much inclined to say kul, 
according to his rendering of the word ; but 
the matter was too serious to be trifled with. 
When Edward came in tired and out of sorts, 
and looked sadly round the quiet rooms as if 
in search of missing faces, she could not 
bear to add to his trouble. It was English 

6—2 
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mail day — a day they both dreaded, as it was 
expected to bring them Mrs. Turner's first 
letter after her receipt of the terrible news of 
the death of both her children, so almost in 
silence the brother and sister went through 
the ceremony of breakfast, starting at every 
footstep outside, and almost relieved when 
the suspense was over, and Mrs. Turner's- 
incoherent reply lay open before them. 

The strong, self-dependent spirit had suc- 
cumbed at last, and the agony with which she 
acknowledged the tidings of her new bereave- 
ment, was apparent in the blotted illegible 
scrawl. Edward read it first, and passed it 
to his sister, and both of them felt the bitter- 
ness of their grief renewed. Mrs. Turner 
implored Edward to send Jane home at once 
with Agnes's child. But for the thought of 
seeing it she would die, she wrote ; and in 
the immoderate passion of her affliction she 
said God's hand was too heavy on her, and 
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asked what had she done to be so cruelly 
tortured. . . . 

" She will have heard the rest by now," 
Edward said, after a long pause ; then he 
took up another English letter, saying, as he 
opened it, " Who's this, I wonder ?" 

Ellen's eyes had recognized the writing at 
a glance. Would there be an enclosure for 
her? 

" William Sherwood," Eddy said, presently. 
4i He's a good fellow. Shall I read it ? The 
beginning is very kind. You know what 
every one says. I'll skip that, and begin 
about Mrs. Turner. 

" * Your mother-in-law telegraphed for me 
directly she received the news, and I re- 
mained with her until she became calmer. 
'She is sadly broken, and I would earnestly 
recommend you to send the child to her ; it 
may be the means of saving her life. She 
does not seem to care for any of her relations, 
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and at her time of life she clings more to the 
past, and cannot look hopefully forward. I 
urged her to invite her eldest daughter, 
Ethel, but she resolutely refuses. I fancy 
they used to clash a little in old times, still 
it is very sad to see her alone in her trouble. 
I heard of you all the other day through Dr. 
Sharpe, the master of my college ; his nephew 
was with you, I believe, when he was so 
frightfully mauled in the tiger hunt I was 
very sorry to hear of the fatal accident that 
deprived your sister ' " 

Eddy broke off abruptly. 

Ellen exclaimed, eagerly, " Go on ; what 
does he mean ?" 

"Oh, Sharpe's been writing some gup or 
other. Never mind. ,, 

" Then you needn't stop ; I can guess. Go 
on. 

" * Deprived your sister of a very dear 
friend. Mrs. Turner had told me some little 
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time ago of her possible marriage, but I 
fancied John was mistaken until Captain 
Sharpe mentioned it as fact. Pray make 
my sincerest condolence to her." 

" Is that all ?" asked Ellen. 

" Well, it's enough, isn't it ?" 

It certainly was more than enough for 
Ellen, yet she listened to the remainder of 
the letter with interest 

" I am reading for a fellowship/' William 
wrote in conclusion, "and have almost decided 
to take holy orders. My good old friend Dr. 
Sharpe has encouraged me to work hard, and 
I have a greater inclination for it than I 
imagined. With his friendly interest and 
great kindness I feel almost sure of success, 
and I begin to think my ill-luck has turned at 
last/' 

" Every one gets on but me," Eddy groaned. 
" Look at that fellow — beggared, and cheated > 
and bullied in a way that would have killed 
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most men, or at least sent them to the bad, 
and here he is coming out a swell in the 
church. You'll see hell get a fat college 
living, and marry a woman with a lot of 
money ; and just look at me !" 

He was so full of himself that he did not 
notice his sister's white face ; indeed, he had 
already forgotten the allusion to her mar- 
riage. In Ellen's mind she saw very clearly 
why the one man succeeded and the other 
failed ; and she told herself, while she sat 
there facing her self-pitying brother, that 
henceforth it must be her mission to brace 
up his unstable mind, for William Sherwood 
had evidently been strong to conquer \vhat 
he must have believed to have been an un- 
requited attachment, and as he no longer 
needed her — perhaps wished for her no 
longer — she had no one else to care for, no 
one else in all the wide world to claim her 
regard but only Edward. 
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She had begun that day as usual with 
happy thoughts of her lover, building castles 
in the air when she could return to England, 
and for the hundredth time had wondered 
whether William would speak out as soon as 
he had secured a small income, or whether he 
would wait till he could come and fetch her. 
How often she had pictured their meeting, 
how often she had imagined the little home 
they would have, the happy home that should 
make him forget the anxiety and sorrow of 
the past, and now, suddenly, without one 
warning, hint, or fear, the hopes and fond 
belief had been crushed for ever. Yes, for 
ever ; for if he could believe in her unfaith- 
fulness, she was too proud to try to undeceive 
him, she told herself. 

How dreary the future seemed to her, — 
no more fond dreams, no more tender prayers, 
no more hoarding up of thoughts to be spoken 
when they were together again ; he had cast 
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her off so courteously and so naturally that 
she could imagine no revival possible. He 
desired his sincerest condolence. He had 
been told she had lost a very dear friend. 
She did not think of anything else in her first 
bitterness, not of the great change in his 
views and of the strangeness of his new pros- 
pects ; she only felt discarded and solitary. 

" Well," Edward exclaimed, as he took up 
his letters, and prepared to go to his office, 
" it's no use writing to Mrs. Turner till we 
hear from her again. Til answer Sherwood. 
Any message to him ?" 

She forced herself to say, " My kind re- 
gards." 

He had no sooner left the room than Samuel 
came forward, to know if she had asked the 
captain sahib for the money. She had 
become suddenly reckless of speaking on 
money matters ; if Eddy had no money, then 
she must send home for more. Why should 
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she hoard her small fortune ? What did she 
want with it any longer ? Edward was her 
only duty now, and she followed her brother 
at once, and spoke. 

Edward was very angry, questioned every 
item, and threatened to kick Samuel out of 
the compound ; but when Ellen declared her 
intention to let him have what he required, he 
softened down, said Samuel was a capital 
servant, and no doubt her long illness had 
entailed much extra expense. Then the 
brother and sister set down all the outstand- 
ing debts they had, and what with the expen- 
sive grave-stone and handsome mourning 
from Calcutta, Ellen found that before they 
could start fair again, not only would all that 
was left of her guardian's generous savings be 
spent, but part of her small capital must be 
sacrificed as well ; nevertheless she wrote 
the necessary instructions, and then she spoke 
of their future plans. 
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Did Eddy wish her to remain with him, or 
should she return to England when Jane went 
in the autumn ? 

Edward began to cry. What had he done 
that she should wish to leave him in his dire 
distress ? She had persuaded him to marry, 
though, God knew, it was a foolish act, which, 
at the same time, he (Eddy) could not regret. 
His increased family expenses were beyond 
his means ; and he only borrowed her money, 
he never meant to take it as a gift, nor to use 
it without paying proper interest If she left 
him he should just toss up his appointment, 
and exchange into a West India regiment, and 
then he should soon cease to trouble 
any one. 

Ellen's heart was already too heavy to be 
very much afflicted by this little scene. She 
tried to laugh, and declared she onlyasked, and 
was quite willing to stay, if he wished for her ; 
and he recovered quickly, called her a good 



WORTH WAITING FOR. 39 

little sister, and thought " they might be very 
jolly together by-and-by." 

It was a step from the sublime to the 
ridiculous, that grated on Ellen's sensitive 
nature. A little later, on passing through his. 
office again, she found him with his writing 
pushed aside, a plate of Bombay mangoes 
before him, his sleeves turned back as he held 
the juicy fruit to his mouth, and his whole 
attention given to his feast. 

" What a happy disposition," she thought,, 
half in envy half in contempt. 

She was miserably restless ; she walked 
round and round the dreary verandah, more 
tumbledown and unsafe than ever since the 
rains. She envied Eddy's orderly sleeping 
unconcernedly stretched full length on the 
damp uneven stones ; she envied the dirzee 
seated behind him, who, holding his work 
between his toes, stitched busily and cheer- 
fully, mindless of all besides ; she envied the 
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Tialf-clad coolie woman passing by, lightly- 
carrying her bedstead on her unkempt head, 
proud of the jingle of her silver anklets, and 
of the bronze arms, covered from wrist to 
•elbow with narrow coloured talc bracelets, 
and ignorant of all the worry and anxiety of 
civilized life. Her melancholy reverie was at 
last broken by Mrs. Roberts and Captain 
Sharpe, the latter on crutches. 

" I am positively to start for home to- 
morrow !" he exclaimed ; " so this is really 
good-bye. It is a choice between dying of 
fever here, or of heat in the Red Sea, and I 
ivill risk the latter. I shall be all the nearer 
home, too. Can I do anything for you in 
England ? I am going to Cambridge, and 
shall see my old friend, Mr. Sherwood, I 
suppose." 

Ellen answered him hastily. She heard 
Eddy coming, and wanted to say what she 
had to say first. 
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" Some untrue report has got about at 
home," she said ; " will you contradict it for 
me?" 

" Yes," he answered, smiling ; " but what 
is the report ?" 

" It is of — of a supposed engagement be- 
tween me and poor Major Smithson I" 

He glanced at the well-known ring on her 
finger, as he replied in a tone of cold sur- 
prise, 

" And I am to contradict that ?" 

"Indeed yes — I respected and liked 
him very very much ; but indeed there was 
no engagement — no understanding even — of 
that kind, between us/' 

Captain Sharpe bowed ; he scarcely spoke 
to her again, and she felt she had acted un- 
advisedly, and damaged her cause irretriev- 
ably. When Mrs. Roberts asked her to 
accompany them in their evening drive, she 
accepted, hoping for an opportunity of re- 
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deeming herself in his eyes. They were to 
visit the cemetery. Captain Sharpe wanted 
to see the monument, raised by subscription 
to his friend's memory. 

At another time she would have been 
amused by Mrs. Roberts' fussy anxiety to 
do the honours of her carriage, by keeping 
her companions on the side of her crazy 
vehicle where the broken spring did not 
protrude through the cushions. 

" They had been so lucky to get the turn- 
out complete," she said ; " the nicest carriage 
in the station it was considered by people 
who had tried all the carriages — so cheap too, 
horses and harness and everything for seven 
hundred rupees ; if it were relined and stuffed, 
and varnished, and the springs just looked to, 
it would be quite like a Calcutta equipage." 
A sudden stop put an end to her self-satis- 
faction. What was it ? Oh, only a broken 
trace, but there was string and everything 
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handy — these little accidents would hap- 
pen. 

A slight smile broke over Captain Sharpe's 
scarred face, as he watched coachmen and 
syces bungle over the repairs. 

" A month hence," he said, as they pro- 
ceeded on their way, " and I shall be bowl- 
ing along over the wooden pavements once 
more." 

"Well," Mrs. Roberts replied, "I can't 
imagine how people get on in England ; no 
comfort, and no servants at home, and such 
rude pushing crowds in the streets, and those 
terrible gin palaces tolerated even in respect- 
able neighbourhoods. It is mob law in Eng- 
land, now-a-days. Fve no wish to go there. 
And then, the climate ! Why, I suppose we 
couldn't drive out there in an open carriage, 
without bonnet, and in these white muslins, 
without catching our deaths ?" 

vol! hi. 7 
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"Certainly not, without being mobbed," 
Ellen added. 

" That's just it. Now, here we do exactly 
as we like, whereas there one is hemmed and 
fenced in with restrictions and ridiculous 
snobbish customs. No thank you. Leave 
me in India." 

" Chacun k son goAt," Ellen sighed. 

In the quiet cemetery they stood before the 
handsome stone just placed over the com- 
missioner's grave ; close by was a rosebush 
in fragrant flower. Ellen picked some of the 
creamy leaves, and gave them to Captain 
Sharpe. 

" His mother and sisters will like to have 
them," she said. 

"Shall I say you gathered them?" he 
asked, as Mrs. Roberts strolled on. 

" If you like," she answered bravely, add- 
ing — " I repeat here what I told you before : 
we were good friends, but I never should have 
married him." 
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" I am bound to believe words spoken 
here," he replied gravely. " I will contradict 
the report at home." 

Eager to change the subject, Ellen began 
to speak of Cambridge aod his own home. 

Dr. Sharpe was his nearest relation left, he 
said. He meant to go direct to him. His 
little cousin Alice promised to take care of 
him. 

" Dr. Sharpe's daughter ?" Ellen asked, 
with a sudden jealous pang. 

"No; his grand-daughter. I think it's 
high time I went back," he continued, laugh- 
ing, " for uncle's letters are so full of young 
Sherwood's praises, that I fear I am quite 
cut out My cousin is very pretty, and I 
have a sneaking liking for her myself, and 
don't choose to be cut out by a sucking 
parson." 

Ellen made no comment. She turned 
round under some bamboo clumps, and 
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stopped beside the graves of Agnes and 
John. There her heart could feel nothing 
but her loss ; it cried mutely to her dead 
sister — the little playfellow, the admiring 
friend, the affectionate clinging companion of 
her happiest years ; the evening breeze laden 
with perfume, the soft tones of the birds, the 
drooping roses shedding their sweet leaves 
upon the heedless dead, were all rioted by 
her ; and the sorrows of her own path, her 
fallen castles, her unrequited love, were 
hushed into momentary forgetfulness. 

John Turner, aged 23 ; Agnes Longley, 
aged 21, and Agnes Ellen, the infant 
daughter of Agnes and Edward Longley^ 
were no uncommon illustrations of early 
deaths in Indian cemeteries : but to Ellen 
they sounded a keynote of unutterable sor- 
row. With them lay buried the brightness 
and girlish gaiety of her youth ; with them 
the bloom had faded off her life. She had 
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already learned to live without them, could 
already smile, and be interested in everyday 
life, but the memory of these premature 
deaths must always cloud the future, be it 
ever so prolonged. 

Close by was another new monument, and 
heading its inscription, the ladies became 
aware of what had been carefully concealed 
from the officers' wives, that above thirty pri- 
vates had died of cholera at the same time, with 
John Turner and Sergeant McWhuskie. Be- 
yond this monument was yet another, made 
in the hideous fashion of a native Christian's 
gravestone; it bore the names of the wife 
and six children of Corporal Smith, who was 
erecting the monument to his whole family, 
when he himself had to be added to the list 
of victims. Corporal Smith was aged 33 ; his 
wife was six years younger, and the ages of his 
six children ranged from 6 weeks to 7 years. 

Captain Sharpe turned to Mrs. Roberts. 
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" And notwithstanding all this," he said,, 
pointing to these graves, " you would never 
leave India. In my opinion, it is an accursed 
country, kept up on broken hearts, and re- 
quiring the perpetual sacrifice of all that 
makes life valuable. Thank God I've done 
with it, and leave no dead behind me." 

When Ellen reached home, she found 
Eddy in mess dress. 

" The fellows make such a fuss," he ex- 
plained, " that I don't like to shut myself up 
any longer ; you'd better go and dine with 
some one. I feel ever so much better be- 
cause I shall soon be out of debt." 

But Ellen stayed at home and employed 
the evening in writing to old Mrs. Williams. 

In the lonely silence of the empty bunga- 
low her pride fell, and she was almost dis- 
posed to contradict William, but instead she 
told her story to her good old friend without 
mentioning William, merely telling her how 
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the report of her engagement to Major Smith- 
son had spread ; how much she had liked him 
as a friend ; and how he had never mentioned 
his regard for her until he was dying. 

In saying this much, Ellen believed it 
would reach William, and thus she compro- 
mised with her pride. She would rather die 
than seem to sue, and yet she would never 
be happy again if he were content to believe 
her false. 

What a long evening that was — the first of 
many to come, when Eddy had turned with 
relief to the old bachelor habits, and wondered 
his sister did not run from house to house, ac- 
cepting the hospitality so constantly offered. 

Poor Ellen ! the cheerful home life in Por- 
chester Terrace was but a sorry preparative 
for these dreary evenings. Jane was nursing 
an invalid officer, so only the native servants 
were at hand, and they generally took advan- 
tage of the sahib's absence to steal off to the 
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bazaar, as soon as the Missy Baba's hurried 
last meal was over. 

Ellen was a coward, and she suffered real 
torture when she knew she was alone in the 
cavernous rooms, each opening into the other, 
with five or six yawning arches, across which 
curtains, moving in the hot draughts, were dis- 
agreeably suggestive of intruders. She dare 
not sit with the outer doors open, for fear of 
wild animals coming in, and she spent the 
time till her brother's return, sitting in the 
middle of the room, her gown tightly tucked 
in round her, and her eyes incessantly wan- 
dering in search of enemies. The shrill 

* 

whistle of the musk-rat, as he rushed over the 
matting, emitting his disagreeable scent, as 
he flew in terror, would suddenly startle her 
from her watch over two bats, who flitted in 
and out of the punkah holes in the ceiling 
cloth, occasionally threatening to swoop down 
and entangle themselves in her hair; or a 
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mouse coming noiselessly from behind, and, 
emboldened by her motionless figure and the 
general quiet, would run lightly up her chair 
and playfully discover itself on her shoulder. 
Then the tribe of insects — the growth of the 
rains ; the white ant, breaking his glass-like 
wings, and flopping down a mere crawling 
grub ; and the flying bug, poisoning what- 
ever he touched ; the enormous spider, with 
gnarled legs and hoary bodies ; the moths, 
and wasps, and flies ! 

, The punkah coolie would go to sleep out- 
side, and Ellen's voice dare not break the 
•stillness. 

Very often she spent the evening with a 
friend, purposely to avoid these imaginary 
horrors ; but visiting had lost its zest since 
Agnes died. A woman's pleasure in visiting 
<loes not rest in the visit only ; there is an 
immense margin of interest in the talk with a 
familiar friend beforehand of the dress to be 
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worn, the probable friends to be met, the pos- 
sible doings and sayings ; and then what is 
more delightful than the retrospective con- 
versation, the criticisms, and mutual experi- 
ences ? Without all this, visiting is robbed 
of half its pleasure to the female mind ; and, 
although neither Agnes nor Ellen were fond 
of gossiping — as the word generally means^- 
they were both of them girlish enough to en- 
joy a "good talk" about friends and acquaint- 
ances. 

All this was no more for Ellen. To dress 
in her sombre crape and silk, with no one ta 
superintend her toilette and send her forth 
with an admiring criticism on her appearance; 
to return to the silent house, and lie awake, 
fancying she heard again the child's fretful 
cry and Jane's crooning song, were not cheer- 
ing nor encouraging. Yet Ellen was but 
young, and, notwithstanding a mind ill at 
ease, and a sorrow still green, the bloom 
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gradually came again to her face, and the 
roundness to her figure, and now and then 
the saucy repartee delighted the gentlemen as 
of old. 

Luckily for the world, hearts can ache and 
spirits sink under a cheerful appearance, and 
we learn to live without the indispensable, and 
gradually to be thankful to the Gracious Pro- 
vidence who breaks the ties that bind us here 
gently, little by little, instead of all at once. 

By the end of the rains, when Dooliejuldi 
was bright, with grassy lawns and fragrant 
flowers and shrubs, Edward and Ellen Long- 
ley resumed their places in society, and Ellen 
soon saw that her handsome brother was 
already considered " eligible " again, and by 
no means disliked the situation. 

Mrs. Knowall had a young sister on a visit 
to her, and she was doing her best to bring 
the two together. 

Edward was perfectly aware of her tactics,. 
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so were others. Mrs. Pryor was "quite 
shocked ;" of all things, she disliked " ma- 
noeuvring," she went about saying ; " a 
match-maker was, in her opinion, detestable/' 
and the gentlemen agreed with her all the 
more cordially and decidedly, because she had 
been notorious, in more stations than one, for 
manoeuvring to get her daughters off her 
hands. Colonel Knowall said at mess, she 
had frightened Captain Vernon • into pro- 
posing for Bel, by threatening to publish 
his absurd conduct to Miss Longley, and the 
colonel added that she had not allowed him 
to return to his duty at Jubbulpore until he 
had signed a paper binding himself to return 
within three months to be married. Shouts 
of laughter had greeted the colonel's story, 
but it was not entirely discredited. At the 
same time it was said Colonel Knowall's wife 
was following in her friend's footsteps, so he 
had best leave the subject alone. 
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Now that Bel Pryor was going to be 
married, the young men dared to be civil 
to her ; and no longer fearing to be made 
Benedicts, whether they would or no, they 
paid her the court pretty girls are sure ta 
have, unless they are very disagreeable, which 
Bel was not. A pretty schoolgirl, she was — 
a little bit awkward, and a little bit of a romp, 
with a perpetual giggle, and a keen appetite 
for sweets and gay clothes — but withal having 
a good disposition, and a great capacity for 
making herself useful. 

" Far too good for Captain Vernon/' Ellea 
Longley declared to Mr. Nelson — who, owing 
to his friendship for John Turner, was a 
great ally of hers, — but Mr, Nelson thought 
differently. 

" Such a mother," he said, " would keep- 

'any nice fellow off. Vernon wanted stirring 

up, and Mrs. Pryor would do it to perfection. 

As for little Bel, she would gain food and 
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raiment, such as her soul loved, and she would 
not have to obey her mother like a baby any 
longer. That's the most young ladies — at 
least the usual run of young ladies," he added, 
gallantly, "require for their happiness, isn't 
it ?" 



CHAPTER V. 



A BRIDE WIDOW. 



HE bachelors were determined to 
console themselves for their disap- 
pointment at the ignominious mar- 
riage of Fanny Roberts by celebrating Miss 
Pryor's with double honours. 

It was well known Mrs. Pryor's means 
were very slender. Her husband had been 
in the uncovenanted service, and the children 
had no pension. Under such circumstances, 
therefore, a suitable trousseau was a difficult 
object to obtain. But Anglo-Indians are great 
on such occasions, and can give and accept 
friendly assistance with unfeigned kindliness 
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and cordiality. Every lady's dirzee in the 
cantonments was set to work for the bride. 
If stuff was wanting, great boxes were foraged 
and the necessary material gratuitously pro- 
cured. Edward was very magnificent on the 
occasion ; and his offering of poor Agnes' s 
unworn clothes was quite a godsend to the 
little bride. 

" They'd spoil if we kept them," he told his 
sister, " and be a great bother arid expense to 
carry about with us, and I'm not going to be 
mean and sell them." He had no idea that 
Mrs. Pryor had herself insinuated the virtue 
of such an act, by lamenting there were no 
ladies going home who would, under such cir- 
cumstances, have gladly disposed of their 
superfluous stock. 

Mrs. Pryor came in state — that is, in her 
buffalo cart— to return thanks for the "muni- 
ficent gift," as she phrased it. " All the 
station," she said, " exclaimed at the liberality; 
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but there, it was just what might be expected 
from Mr. Longley. He did everything so 
nobly." 

Eddy felt the greatness of the situation, and 
waxed rather vulgarly boastful. " He was 
glad Mrs. Pryor did not consider it a liberty. 
He had been careful — as of course she saw — 
only to send what had never been worn. 
And he believed his wife's outfit had cost 
quite a fortune, for everything was of the 
best style." 

Indeed, Mrs. Pryor was conscious of this. 

> 

" Her dear Bel could never have hoped to 
possess such costly clothes. Why, she would 
have been grateful beyond measure, even for 
half-worn things. Only for fear of seeming 
interfering, she would have asked him to put 
a price on dear Mrs. Longley's beautiful even- 
ing dresses, for they would be quite fresh at 
Jubbulpore." 

" You were a goose, Eddy," Ellen cried^ 
vol. in. 8 
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afterwards. " Of course she wanted to make 
you give them also, and you fell into the trap. 
I don't grudge the things to the little girl, 
but I hate to see that old soldier — her mother 
— triumphant in her schemes." 

", Never mind — never mind," Eddy said, 
feeling like an universal benefactor ; " I have 
done a kind action to the poor child ; and 
after all, Mrs. Pryor can't afford to keep up 
appearances necessary to her position." 

Once more the team with the gentlemen 
jockeys trotted gaily up and down the mall, 
and in and out of the compounds, in prepara- 
tion for the drive, and the talk amongst the 
ladies was again on the proper mixtures for 
wedding cakes. 

Mrs. K no wall was to provide the bride's : 
one hundred eggs and fifty pounds of butter 
were to compose its foundations, and a levy 
was laid on all the mess stores for a sufficient 
proportion of fruit. The wine was presented 
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by one mess ; the " Europe stores " by 
another. Each lady friend undertook to 
provide one sweet and one savoury dish ; and 
a committee was formed to arrange the ne- 
cessary provision for the dejeuner — no slight 
undertaking, as every one in the station must 
be invited. 

Mrs. Pryor was in her element. 

" Poor dear Fanny Roberts' folly, and poor 
dear Mrs. Longley's death had been most 
fortunate circumstances for her Bel ; indeed, 
it was a pointed illustration of good coming 
out of evil ; it was so sadly strange," she 
argued, " for Bel to succeed to the trousseau 
of John Turner's sister, of all people, for 
poor young Turner really had adored Bel, 
and but for her (Mrs. Pryor) would have 
been foolish enough to marry as a subaltern ; 
and then she was kind enough to add mys- 
terious hints of several other subs, who had 
implored her to be less stern and uncompro- 

8—2 
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mising, and at least to suffer an engage- 
ment." 

"I declare/' cried Mr. Nelson, "that old 
woman told such terrific — well, don't be 
shocked, Miss Longley, but downright bangers 
— that I began to think we subs, must have 
been dreaming all the time, and that she 
never really asked any of us our intentions, 
and yet Turner could have borne me witness 
that she came to the piggery early one morn- 
ing, and sat at my bath-room door till I'd 
bathed, so that she might be sure of catching 
me unawares as I came out" 

The bridegroom arrived a few days before 
the wedding day, and he brought some more 
of " the late Mrs. V.'s" trinkets, as an offer- 
ing to his bride. The Knowalls gave a series 
of dinner-parties in his honour, as the match 
was their making and he was their guest, and 
the Longleys were of course, amongst the 
visitors. 
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Captain Vernon sighed as he shook Ellen's 
hand, and being seated opposite her at dinner, 
his lack-lustre eyes pertinaciously fixed them- 
selves on her. Like most brilliantly fair 
women, Ellen looked remarkably well in 
black. She was keenly alive to the absurdity of 
the situation, too, and thus was more animated 
than she had been for long ; her violet eyes 
bright with suppressed amusement, and her 
softly flushing cheeks, conscious of his con- 
tinued stare, made her appear more than 
^usually attractive, and presented a marked con. 
trast to the little bride elect, whose unformed 
figure and restrained manner, were con- 
spicuous. 

Bel was very proud of her position : the 
late Mrs. V.'s jewels sparkled on her neck 
and arms, and all this festivity was in her 
honour. Her lover's pre-accupied eyes were 
unobserved by her ; he was the vehicle by 
whom she was to acquire plenty and liberty. 
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That was enough for her; so she laughed 
and talked, nervously anxious to act up to 
the occasion, and Mrs. Pryor being fortu- 
nately seated on a line with her son-in-law 
to be, was also happily unconscious of his 
wandering eyes. 

After dinner they sat in the verandah, and 
the band of Colonel Knowall's regiment 
played in the compound. Most of the 
bachelors had come in, and for the benefit 
of her sister, Mrs. Knowall proposed a dance. 
The little army of servants cleared the furni- 
ture away in a trice, and Eddy was the first 
to fly round the drawing-room in a waltz with 
Miss 

Ellen drew back aghast, accustomed to 
the undeviating, exacting rules in England.. 
She could not reconcile the spectacle of 
the four months' widower careering in the 
dance. 

" Will you oblige me ?" said a deep voice: 
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at her elbow, and there was the bridegroom 
elect soliciting her to waltz. 

"Me?" she cried, forgetting everything 
but Agnes. " No, I can't" 

" Can't ?' he cried. " With that figure ! 
Not dance ! Oh, Miss Longley, reflect, re- 
flect ; it is not yet too late. Do you not re- 
gret the past ? Will you not recall your 
cruel verdict ?" 

" Hush !" she exclaimed, terrified lest his 
folly should be overheard. " I regret nothing. 
Look ! Miss Pryor is not dancing. Of course 
she is waiting for you." 

" Not dancing, Ellen !" Mr. Longley cried, 

as he paused in the dance. " Miss is 

tired. Let us have a turn." 

Then suddenly guessing by his sister's face 
what were her thoughts, he added nervously — 

" There's* no more harm in dancing than in 
being here. One can't do out here as one 
does in England. After all, it's only good 
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exercise." He put his arm round her waist, 
and waltzed her on, and Ellen's feet moved 
to the seductive measure with delight. 

They were a perfect couple of dancers : so 
well matched, so beautiful, and graceful in 
their youth and symmetry. Eddy knew he 
never looked to greater advantage than when 
dancing with his sister, and he was very will- 
ing to treat his friends to the pleasing spec- 
tacle. 

Ladies and gentlemen all crowded in the 
open doorways, to admire them : the ladies 
to criticise Mr. Longley's supple, quiet move- 
ments, his curly head, his well-knit figure ; 
the gentlemen, to watch the grace of the 
girl's gliding movements, to note the polished 
rounded arms, and to catch the occasional 
peep, at the slender feet in their satin boots. 
No one dreamed of censuring them; they 
were but obeying the instinct of their age. 
They had had plenty of sorrow lately, could 
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they be grudged a few moments' enjoyment 
of a natural exercise ? But Ellen was 
ashamed of herself, and no one could per- 
suade her into continuing to dance. 

" Such affectation/' Mrs. Knowall whispered 
to Mrs. Pryor. 

" Such very stilted priggishness," the latter 
retorted. 

But it was no affectation, or priggishness. 
The music, the gay scene, and her own and 
Eddy's participation in it when Agnes and 
John, who had shared the last dance at Doo- 
liejuldi, were lying in their new graves, cried 
against her for momentarily forgetting her 
loss; while Edward, having broken the ice, 
went on unconscious of everything but the 
pleasure of being light-hearted once more. 

As Ellen stood in the dim verandah, bat- 
tling with the reaction in her feelings, there 
•came suddenly to her an intense desire to 
return to England. Not on account of Wil- 
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liam, she told herself: the thought of him 
must never more engross her mind, but to 
go back and be of some use in the world ; to 
make a little home for dear old Mrs. Williams; 
to take Agnes' place with Mrs. Turner ; to do 
something for her generation ; not to spend 
any more time uselessly here. For what can 
the majority of English ladies do outside their 
own bungalows ? If they visit the soldiers' 
wives they subject themselves to accusations 
of favouritism, or they are accused of inter- 
ference ; they become the prey of the dissatis- 
fied, and because they cannot assist ad libitum 
and ad infinitum, they are called mean and 
stingy ; they provoke by their visits jealousies,, 
deceits, and misconceptions ; and most fre- 
quently, the self-imposed duty has to be 
given up in disgust, and the good they may 
have done in one or two quarters is overlooked 
in the wholesale mischief begotten in the 
majority. 
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The hospital might afford some scope for 
good deeds, but the doctor forbids attentions 
to the sick appetite, and the chaplain has his 
own theories respecting lay interference. A 
school for the soldiers' children is generally 
organised, and sometimes working-classes are 
got up, but these are attended condescend- 
ingly, and if there is no particular excuse 
possible for staying away ; the children must 
be kept in good humour too by cake and fruit, 
and the whole business is too often ended in 
weary disappointment on the part of the 
projectors, and supreme indifference and 
ill-concealed amusement on the part of the 
pupils. 

As for helping the natives — obtaining a real 
knowledge of their feelings, or admittance 
into their families, or inculcating real Chris- 
tian principles — well, missionaries say it can 
be done, but for an ordinary English lady to 
do it, with her imperfect knowledge of the 
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language, is about as likely as that oil and 
water should amalgamate. 

The Christian religion is not suited to the 
East Indian, whose mind cannot grasp what 
his eyes cannot see. The Roman Catholic 
has the best chance of converts, for he can 
dress up the Virgin, with anklets and bangles, 
with veil and circlet, and jewelled necklet, 
and prays to her with genuflexio n and outcry, 
and the poor native looking on the gaudy doll 
and the showy shrine, has less hesitation in 
professing himself a Christian ; for are not 
Ramah and D£vi worshipped here under 
other names, and are not the tinkling of 
bells, the baldachinos, the sweet-smelling 
smoke, and the priest's terrible anathema, 
and marketable blessing, all similar to his 
gods and ceremonies, and familiar to his fore- 
fathers ? 

The craving Ellen had for home that even- 
ing was by no means lessened in the morning ; 
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but the English mail brought a decided hin- 
drance to the scheme of her return. Her 
lawyer, in reply to her request for the rea- 
lization of a small portion of her capital, 
wrote that she had no power to sell out. 

Mr. Sherwood, perhaps fearing undue ge- 
nerosity towards Edward, had made her little 
fortune trust-money, and her only remaining 
trustee positively refused to allow her to sell. 
Ellen therefore found that not only were the 
means at her present disposal inadequate ta 
free herself from debt, but that her promise 
to Edward, who had, on the faith of it, bor- 
rowed deeply in the bazaar, could not by any 
possibility be made good. Here were nice 
news to tell Edward. 

He was very depressed at breakfast, and 
blamed himself for his gaiety of the previous 
evening. 

"It was just like Mrs. Knowall. She 
always drew people into scrapes," he said. 
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" He never thought of dancing. It was the 
very last thing he would have done had he 
been left to himself. And now he should 
be expected to go to the ball to be 
given when Bel Pryor married, and be 
obliged to seem gay when he was really 
miserable." 

When he knew Ellen's news he was very 
angry. If Ellen had but told him of this 
probability, he could have made other 
arrangements, but now he looked like a fool. 
It was in vain Ellen declared she had been 
profoundly ignorant of such an obstacle. If 
she didn't know, it was her duty to have 
known, he said, "and he could not under- 
stand such culpable ignorance." 

That he had brought her into the dilemma 
never struck him, nor that he was already in 
her debt for some hundreds. No; by his 
showing, she had induced him to live beyond 
his means, and had let him become seriously 
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involved in consequence of a promise she 
could not perform. 

But Ellen's spirit rose under this unjustifi- 
able treatment 

" She had given her money freely, without 
expectation of return/' she said, "but she 
did think the least he could do was to ac- 
knowledge she had materially assisted him to 
pay, not extra housekeeping expenses in- 
curred on her behalf, but debts incurred long 
before she came out — before he married, 
even; and she further persisted in showing 
him, by his books as well as her own, how, 
besides the sums of money she had given 
him, it was from her private purse the daily 
bills had been paid for weeks past, and also 
the wages of the servants. 

Made to see all this in black and white, 
Eddy was compelled to draw in, and to make * 
something of an apology ; but the dilemma 
remained, and it was very serious. 



128 WORTH WAITING FOR. 



Serious, more particularly, to Ellen, for she 
was left helpless, and for the next six weeks 
would receive nothing. As for going home, 
that had become impossible. And again and 
again she blamed herself for her folly. No 
real good had been done by her generosity ; 
it had but raised false hopes in her brother, 
and had taken from herself the power that 
secured her peace and comfort. 

One piece of good fortune, however, quickly 
came, in the shape of Eddy's company — the 
money for which had been set aside by the 
Millers long before. As a bachelor, with the 
extra pay, he might have lived now with all 
the ease he loved; but, dragged down by 
back debts, his improved rank merely sub- 
jected him to more expenses, and he was 
actually poorer than ever. Nevertheless, 
Captain and Miss Longley were amongst the 
guests at Bel Pryor's wedding, and Mrs. 
Knowall, who considered herself the maker 
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of the match, and who was radiant in a new 
toilette, paid so much attention to the new 
captain that her dear friends began to think 
she had succeeded in making another match, 

and that the young widower and Miss 

would be the next couple. 

The bridegroom was the least lively per- 
son at the wedding. The ceremony passed 
off well. The team brought off the newly- 
married couple in grand style ; the soldiers 
cheered, the natives salaamed, the ladies and 
gentlemen waved handkerchiefs and solah 
topees; and the breakfast — spread in the large 
mess-room, and set off with the best plate, 
glass and china that could be borrowed — was 
not only sumptuous, but a beautiful sight 
Real orange-blossom, myrtle, and exquisite 
roses were wreathed round the rooms, the 
verandah was hung with flowers, every dish 
was gay with glowing blossom, the uniforms 
and the ladies' dresses were very brilliant, 
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and Mrs. Pry or shed tears of pride and plea- 
sure as she surveyed the scene. 

And while the bride stood giggling in her 
finery, the bridegroom came up to Ellen. 

" Fair and false !" he exclaimed, in a deep 
whisper, and then he retreated. 

Ellen was seated amidst a group of gentle- 
men, who had made way for Captain Vernon. 
His words were distinctly heard by most of 
them, and their unanimous verdict on them 
was, " Mad." 

Ellen turned sick with terror. The inter- 
ruption was so unexpected, and his manner 
and look were so wild, that her first impulse 
ivas to leave the scene ; but against her with- 
drawal there was an emphatic protest. 

At breakfast, she seated herself at the 
furthest table from that of the bride, but 
there she was not allowed to remain. 
Colonel K no wall came bustling to her. 

"What, our beautiful spin, hide herself 
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amongst the subs. ! No, no, all the orna- 
ments must be clustered round the bride," he 
<:ried. 

And, notwithstanding her protest, he took 
her off, leaving the subs, no longer trium- 
phant, but desponding, and placed her almost 
opposite the newly-married couple. A tall 
epergne, full of flowers, luckily interposed 
between her and Captain Vernon. 

A pretty spinster is welcome everywhere, 
but nowhere more welcome than at an out-of- 
the-way Indian station. Ellen had deserted 
the subs, and the bachelors, but they could 
follow her, and they did. One brought 
•chicken and ham ; the ham was so wonder- 
fully good that Ellen must eat it, even if she 
ate nothing else. Another brought salad. 
u None of your khidmutgar's making, but 
that famous mixture of K no wall's, warranted 
not to disagree with anyone." Another 
brought " Simpkin." Miss Longley must 

9—2 
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observe the bottle, and take none from any 
other. This was the real decoction of rose- 
leaves and hippocras drank on Parnassus. 
No headache ever resulted from it. Another 
brought trifle. This was the real cream,, 
unadulterated by buffaloes, the most harm- 
less ingredients composed it, as he could 
vouch, having made it himself before sunrise. 
White noyeau and maraschino — only a sus- 
picion of each — flavoured the cream and the 
jams, it was the only safeguard against the 
Indian climate, and the more she ate of it the 
better she would feel. So it went on> 
amongst a stream of gay uniforms struggling 
behind her chair ; and Captain Vernon, never 
noticing his bride, devoted his attention ta 
Ellen and her cavaliers. 

When the cakes were cut, Mrs. Pryor rose 
to address the company, 

" Moved to the unusual proceeding," she 
said, " by her anxiety to thank her kind 
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friends, especially Colonel and Mrs. Knowall, 
for the magnificent manner in which they 
graced the marriage of her poor orphan 
daughter." 

Here some imaginary tears were wiped 
away, and, amidst a chorus of " Hear, hears," 
impudent subs, were heard to suggest crocco- 
dilds. 

She enlarged eloquently upon her suffering 
in parting with " the last sweet bud of her 
fair garland," as she poetically designated her 
last unmarried daughter; but added, her 
anguish was mitigated by the knowledge that 
her Isabella was going to be the pride and 
joy of a man whose intellect, birth, position, 
and amiable character were too well known 
to need farther comment. 

Amidst a storm of cheers, she finished with 
proposing the health of the bride and bride- 
groom. 

Captain Vernon, remaining seated, and 
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looking gloomily round, said briefly, " I'm 
much obliged/' 

Significant looks went round, and Colonel 
K no wall quickly rose. 

"My good friend Vernon/' he exclaimed,, 
"with that modesty which is a component 
part of all truly learned men, cannot trust 
himself to give expression to his feelings, and 
has deputed me to propose the health of 
every one here present, including the brides- 
maids. He further begs me to state that he 
is perfectly overwhelmed by the kind re- 
ception we have given him; and looking 
round from the tables to the company, he 
cannot say by which he is the most impressed, 
the magnificence of the one or the extreme 
grace and beauty and manliness of the other. 
Speaking for myself, I own I also am 
astonished. Recognizing here and there a 
dish, a piece of plate, an ornament, I recog- 
nize in each the kindly feeling towards the 
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bride that prompted the loan of each house- 
hold's treasure. Such a feast as this now 
spread before us cannot be got up without 
immense labour and anxiety. How many 
fair brows were knit over the perplexities of 
prevailing on cream to keep sweet ; how many 
lily fingers were soiled in preparing these 
delicious cakes and dainties ; how many ten- 
der bodies have shortened their slumbers to 
rise in time to prepare the perishing triumphs 
laid before us. An Indian wedding break- 
fast is in every way a feast of love ; and 
has this not-to-be-surprised-at pull over most 
banquets that not half the usual amount of 
sugar has to be used, so rapidly does the raw 
material imbibe the ineffable sweetness of the 
fair cuisinieres 1" 

A little fun goes far on such occasions, and 
this speech was greeted with much laughter ; 
only the bridegroom kept grave. Colonel 
Knowall called on the youngest officer present 
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to return thanks for the bridesmaids ; and Mr. 
Nelson, the officer in question, was heard 
in a loud aside, to " be hanged if he would 
make a fool of himself." 

But there was no escape for him ; and at 
last, standing behind Ellen's chair, he began 
with the good old-fashioned formula, " Unac- 
customed as I am," &c, and floundering 
onward, swaying himself to and fro in that 
awkward manner in which the bashfulness of 
the British youth generally evinces itself, he 
begged to be excused making a very poor 
rejoinder to the gallant colonel's masterly 
oration, as he himself "really couldn't say 
much for the bridesmaids !" 

A perfect storm of laughter, and " Oh ! 
oh's !" here interrupted the hapless subaltern. 

Crimsoning with vexation at the wilful 
misunderstanding his badly-chosen words 
allowed, he vainly sought to explain his real 
meaning. 
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"He had known them so short a time," he 
cried ; " he was not competent to enlarge on 
their virtues," but the laughter was redoubled, 
and Mr. Nelson was becoming angry, when 
all further pleasantry was suddenly checked. 

Unnoticed during the mirth excited by the 
two last speeches, the bridegroom had become 
strangely excited, his hand played, as if uncon- 
sciously, with a table-knife ; and several 
times he half rose, as if to look over the 
epergne that hid Miss Longley from him. 

Cries of terror from Mrs. Pryor and her 
daughter suddenly mingled with the laughter, 
and the bridegroom was discovered standing 
leaning forward with frenzied looks, while a 
knife he had just hurled across the table was 
quivering in Ellen's sleeve, which was by it 
pinned to the table. The whole thing hap- 
pened so suddenly that Ellen herself was the 
least alarmed of the whole party. Two or 
three doctors rushed up, and Captain Vernon, 
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subsiding into a bewildered, helpless state,, 
asked the reason of all the excitement. The 
little bride jumped away from his side, and 
ran to the further end of the room, whence 
she peeped at her husband, and Mrs. Pryor 
stood on a chair a little distance away, and 
called to Colonel Knowall to "hold him 
down." 

But the bridegroom was harmless again ;. 
he seemed dazed for a few moments, but 
presently he spoke coherently. The knife 
had slipped from his hand he declared while 
he was trying an old mess trick of turning it 
in the air, and catching the handle as it came 
down ; the horror of seeing it spin across 
the table had unmanned him. Surely no one 
imagined him capable of harming Miss 
Longley or any one else ? Who dare gainsay 
this explanation ? Not Ellen. She, trem- 
bling and pale, accepted his apology, and 
went home as quickly as possible, under Mrs. 
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Roberts' care. Mrs. Pry or eagerly received 
his story as true ; and Bel stole back, looking 
neither alarmed nor grieved, simply curious. 
Only one of the doctors had the courage to- 
advise Captain Vefnon to remain in canton- 
ments instead of going to the dak bungalow,, 
some miles distant, as they had intended. 

" Why should we remain ?" the bridegroom 
inquired. 

"Well, I should think your nerves have 
been slightly shaken," was the reply; "and 
the fatiguing ride won't calm them." 

" Nerves !" he rejoinded. " Pooh, only 
women have nerves." v 

" Well, then, for the sake of Mrs. Vernon's 
nerves," the doctor continued, " wait till to- 



morrow." 



He turned to his bride, 

" You are ready to start, I hope ?" he asked. 

" Oh, yes," she replied. 

Mrs. Pryor, who had been hurriedly con- 
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suiting with some of the elder gentlemen, 
interposed. 

" My dear Vernon," she said, " don't go on 
to-day; you know the servants didn't start till 
late; things are sure not to be ready for 
you." 

" I've only ten days leave," he replied ; 
" six of them are up. We shall be three at 
the soonest going to Jubbulpore. How can 
I stay here ?" 

" Well, then, leave Bel for a day or two." 

" Leave Bel !" he cried ; "do you think Pm 
mad ?" 

This provoked a general laugh, and went 
far towards reassuring every one, but the fact 
remained that he had very nearly done a deed 
that only a madman, or a very bad man, would 
do ; yet there was no one with the right to 
interfere between him and his newly-married 
wife; nor could any one control his move- 
ments so long as he behaved rationally, nor 
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accuse him of an evil intention when he de- 
clared the whole thing was the unfortunate 
result of a clumsy attempt at a well-known 
trick. 

" Well, well, Vernon," Colonel Knowall 
cried, in his usual off-hand manner, " I da 
think you might oblige us all by staying till 
early to-morrow ; we shall have a capital ball 
to-night, and you'll have an opportunity of 
dancing with Miss Longley, and making her 
forget your feat of jugglery." 

The bait took, and they remained, but 
Ellen never had intended to go to the ball ; 
and when midnight arrived, and the bride- 
groom knew she was not coming, he absented 
himself from the ball-room. Colonel Knowall 
and one of the doctors, who had watched him 
the whole time, followed him out, and saw 
him rapidly walking along the Mall, but not* 
as they had expected, in the direction of the 
Longleys' bungalow. He walked in the 
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middle of the moonlit road, and they followed 
in the shade of the mimosa and neem trees at 
the side. 

The place was solitary enough, there was 
no chance of interruption, and Captain Ver- 
non, bare-headed, walked swiftly onward, 
looking neither to the right nor left, till he 
<ame to a place where three roads met — the 
Mall, the road to the bazaar, and that leading 
into the district. Here, in an angle, was a 
well — just such a structure as we see in chil- 
dren's picture-books representing that into 
which Joseph was slung by his brethren — a 
jparapeted well, wide and round, and large 
•enough for a horse to jump down, if he so 
minded. A short distance from the well was 
an upright stone, with a rayed sun roughly 
sculptured on it, showing suttee had taken 
place on that spot Here Captain Vernon 
stopped, facing the well and the stone ; and 
his followers, fearing discovery if they ad- 
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vanced further, drew behind the large trunk 
of a tree, and thence peeped at him. The 
air was so still they could hear him breathing 
hoarsely, and in the vivid moonshine they 
could see how his countenance worked with 
strong emotion. Approaching the stone he 
.gesticulated, as if invoking something, and 
tossed his arms wildly above his head ; then, 
in an instant, he turned round, bounded on 
the broad high parapet of the well, and 
leaped down into the watery depths. 

The gentlemen flew from their hiding- 
place to afford any possible help, but the rains 
were so lately over that death by drowning 
was inevitable. One look over at the water, 
already settling into quietude far above the 
unhappy man, was enough to prevent them 
losing time by ineffectual attempts ; they ran 
back and got ladders and a party of soldiers, 
and in half an hour's time recovered the body, 
but, as was feared, life was quite extinct 
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Meantime Mrs. Pryor was unwisely scandal- 
ized, but in no way alarmed, by her son-in- 
law's absence. As for the bride, she made a 
joke of it, and was merrily dancing when 
Colonel K no wall called her mother away. In 
her excitement and horror Mrs. Pryor 
acknowledged that she had been warned by a 
near relation of Captain Vernon's not to let 
her daughter marry him, as insanity was in 
the family, and Captain Vernon himself had 
once been invalided home . under personal 
restraint ; " but," she added, " I imagined it 
to be a libel, for I thought a relation would 
surely not be such a fool as to expose his own 
liability also." 

"And you made no inquiries — and the 
man a perfect stranger ?" cried the 
doctor, 

" Bless me !" Colonel Knowall interposed ; 
" Bel has done well for herself after all. . The 
poor fellow had private property, and settled 
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it on her most generously. I'm sure we 
shouldn't blame Mrs. Pryor." 

But without Mrs. Pryors confession the 
verdict could be no other than " Temporary 
insanity." Fortunately for Ellen's peace of 
mind inquiries of his associates at Jubbulpore 
proved his conduct to have been most eccen- 
tric ever since his wife left him ; and it was 
the common talk of the station that " Vernon 
was off his head." No one at Jubbulpore had 
believed he was going to be married again, or 
efforts would have been made to prevent such 
a thing. Bel's youth and childish character 
prevented much blame being attached to her ; 
but Mrs. Pryor's conduct was severely criti- 
cised, Colonel and Mrs. Knowall being her 
only friends. 

" Such nonsense," said Mrs. Knowall. 
" Of course it might have been very dreadful 
if he had killed himself when Bel was alone 
with him in the jungle; but he didn't, so 
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there's an end of it ; and / think it's a famous 
thing for the girl, she'll come into five or six 
hundred a-year, and will very likely make a 
first-rate match, now she's a widow." 

" Five or six hundred a-year," Edward 
Longley repeated to Ellen on Sunday after 
service at church, where the bride-widow had 
appeared covered with crape. " It will be a 
good i spec* for some one ; and she wouldn't 
be a bad sort of little girl away from her 
mother." 



CHAPTER VI. 

THE RIGHT KIND OF PLEADING, 

N the late autumn Jane went home,, 
and Ellen cried at parting with her, 
ms^sssh as jf s j ie were losing her dearest 

friend. 

The nurse tried her utmost to induce her to 
return with her, but Ellen had not the journey 
money, and was still in debt in Calcutta, though 
she did not give that as her reason for re- 
maining. 

" Miss Ellen," Jane said, " you are just 
throwing yourself away on the captain. He's 
your brother, to be sure, but I've your good 
at heart, just as I had Miss Agnes', and I tell 

10 — 2 
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you you'll never make nothing of him. 
Haven't I got eyes and ears ? and doesn't 
even that poor nigger, Samuel, know you've 
been paymaster ever so long, just because Mr. 
Edward chooses to make a show above his 
means, eh ? but Pd like to give him a hear- 
ing afore I go, though, of course, I daren't 
presume " 

" Nonsence !" Ellen interrupted. " Isn't 
he my brother? Who has a better right 
to what I have than he has ?" 

" Ah, well — you'll see, miss, Mr. Edward 
'11 be for marrying again, and then he '11 
reckon nothing of asking you to go some- 
where else. Miss Ellen, you come home 
with me. I can lend you plenty of money, if 
you don't happen to have enough by you. 
You'll never bear to see a stranger taking 
Miss Agnes' place." 

" You must not say this, Jane. Mr. Ed- 
ward has no intention of marrying again." 
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" Well, well, Miss Ellen, tjiey do say differ- 
ent i' t' barracks ; but let that alone — he 
doesn't give you so much o his company as 
to make him miss you. He's that throng o' 
riding and racketting, it must be dowly work 
for you often. Come home with me, Miss 
Ellen." 

But Ellen resisted, though the truth of the 
pleading pressed her sorely, and at last Jane 
gave up trying to persuade her. 

At the last the two women went into the 
empty, comfortless room which had been 
Agnes', and wherein the sickly baby had 
yielded up its innocent spirit. Agnes' boxes 
were there, and the little empty bed, and 
Jane broke out into tearful lamentation as 
she stood beside it. 

" It was so patient with all its suffering," 
she cried ; " its few months were so full of 
pain. It just faded and faded, moaning now 
and then as if it wondered why it was so 
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sadly troubled. Miss Ellen, you were lying 
mortal bad, and I kept t' poor little soul as 
far out o' your hearing as I could ; and Mr. 
Edward, he said couldn't I keep t' cross little 
wretch quiet. 'Ay/ I thought to myself, 
1 I'd rather be t' cross little wretch than you, 
sir ; for I know who's t' nearest heaven/ It 
died early i' t' morning after that I believe 
Miss Agnes came for it, I do, indeed, for it 
stopped moaning, and fixed it's eyes, and 
smiled like a little angel, as it was nearly, and 
it raised its little waxy hands, and half-lifted 
itself out of my arms, and then all t' life went 
out of its face. Miss Ellen, even Mac- 
Whuskey's death didn't fret me as that did ; 
it was so helpless, so ailing, so sweetly patient. 
Mr. Edward, he came and cried over it, and 
kissed it, when it were too late, and he said it 
were the very moral of Miss Agnes. And 
so it was, for when it had been dead an hour 
its little sweet face grew exactly like young 
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mississs. Eh, I wish you could a' seen t* 
coffin. I brought it to you, hoping you 
would be able to notice it, but you took no 
notice. It had real silver handles, and was 
lined wi' pink satin. Mr. Edward did his 
duty by it after all, and must have paid a deal 
but then it's no [trouble to give money when 
one has it. Fd rather myself have kind words 
i' my lifetime than silver handles to my 
coffin." 

Wiping her eyes, Jane opened a box, and 
looked lingeringly at some baby -clothes 
within. 

"Miss Ellen, she said, entreatingly, "these 
are what I took off when I undressed her for 
her coffin. See, there's creases in t' little 
sleeves, and the shape left in t' poor little 
socks. I wouldn't have 'em touched, but laid 
'em in there myself. Miss Ellen, do you think 
t' master would let me have 'em to take away 
Avith me ? Old missis would like to see 'em. 
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too. If she greets over 'em, it'll do her good 
and ease her heart." 

Ellen took each little garment up tenderly, 
and kissed it for the dead child's sake. ; 

" I did not know they were here," she said ; 
" I have never had courage to open the box. 
Let me keep one little sock, and you shall have 
the rest. Of course Edward would not object." 

Captain Longley was really affected when 
Jane wished him good-bye, and insisted on 
her accepting one hundred rupees from him 
as a parting gift. 

" Miss Ellen," Jane said, afterwards, when 
they were alone together, " I know t' master 
can't afford to give me this ; please take it 
back again." 

But Ellen, though she knew also it was 
Edward's last money, and owed in the bazaar, 
refused to receive it again. No money could 
repay Jane's devoted service, but it would at 
least show she was appreciated. 
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So Jane, too, passed away from Dooliejuldi, 
and Ellen steadily set her face towards the 
present, and bravely refused to let her thoughts 
dwell on the past All unconsciously her cha- 
racter was strengthening and beautifying with 
a strength and beauty which cannot springs 
from unalloyed happiness. 

Edward sold Agnes' jewellery, and thus 
was enabled to get rid of the pressing native 
debts immediately round him, and in a few 
months' time, by Ellen keeping the household 
expenses within her own private means, 
money difficulties in India righted themselves. 
But for this good result, Ellen had to sacrifice 

* 

herself, and to part with some cherished 
ornaments, and the hope of returning to 
England, until Eddy chose to take furlough 
again, had to be altogether set aside. 

During these months she did not hear 
from William Sherwood. Captain Sharpe 
had written to the Robertses, to announce 
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his arrival in England, and had desired his 
kind regards to Miss Longley, but had said 
no word about Cambridge. Old Mrs. Wil- 
liams had merely mentioned her " dear Wil- 
liam " as well and hard at work, and Mrs. 
Turner was so engrossed by her trouble that 
she had no thought of outside news. In a 
newspaper Ellen had seen he had obtained a 
fellowship, and within a week afterwards his 
name was amongst the list of candidates for 
ordination. 

He was well and successful : that was all 
she knew of the man with whom she had 
lived as a cherished sister for so many years. 

" The Rev. William Sherwood," she re- 
peated, as she tried to picture him a surpliced 
priest, and she wondered what had brought 
about the change. Where was his lifelong 
ambition for " bullying the Court ?" Had he 
given up his jokes and repartee — his love of 
power and play ? and what motive swayed 



WORTH WAITING FOR. 155 

- ■ - - — - -■ ■ ■ 

him ? Surely not the temporary good of 
what Edward spoke of as a fat college living? 
It was a complete puzzle to her ; for, as a girl, 
she judged him ; and though she loved him 
with a love grown with her growth, and 
strengthened with her strength, yet, as a girl, 
she was not capable of analyzing and under- 
standing the shades and depths of his cha- 
racter. 

She could give him credit for doing what- 
ever he did from conviction, but she could not 
allow for the working of circumstances to up- 
root old opinions and to open a new channel 
for talent he had himself been scarcely aware 
of possessing, till events forced them into 
prominence. As a young woman, she could 
not see below the surface ; but, as a lover, 
she believed he acted from good, pure 
motives. 

He was well and successful. Was not that 
enough ? But — she would read no more 
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English newspapers, lest an announcement 
less palatable should meet her gaze next. 

Looking across the thousands of miles that 
lay between them, judging merely from two 
announcements separated by the lapse of 
months, the fact of his ordination came to 
her with sharp, surprising suddenness, as if 
he had jerked away all at once from all his 
old tastes and plans and adopted new and 
strange opinions and ideas with unseemly 
readiness ; but to William, in far-off Cam- 
bridge, natural events had led naturally and 
quietly to the result, and to himself, looking 
back over his college career, it appeared as 
calm and level as the peaceful scenery of the 
level fens of his adopted county. But to the 
college dons, and especially to Dr. Sharpe 
and his immediate colleagues, the young man 
had risen as a new sun in the firmament. 
His strong good sense, his able intellect, his 
varied talents, his praiseworthy perseverance. 
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his staunch opinions, his brilliant eloquence, 
and his sterling worth were admitted facts 
that must lead to his being a man whom one 
day his college would be proud to call her 
son. 

William had called himself dilatory and 
unstable, and his good old friend had en- 
couraged him by declaring a man's faults 
were half cured when he became aware of 
them. Doubting himself, William was watch- 
ful over himself. Dreading to disappoint the 
friendly hands stretched out to aid him, he 
worked hard, till his work became light to 
him, and. then he worked for love of work, 
and marvelled he had been so long blind to 
the real happiness of study. That was the 
first phase of his new life ; the second was of 
a soberer and deeper character. 

Amongst the many friends his genial, soci- 
able temperament made for him at college 
was a young man who held a very small 
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fellowship, and the cure of a little hamlet a 
few miles out of Cambridge. 

William had been attracted to him by his 
good humour and boyish enjoyment of life. 
Nothing seemed to annoy him, nothing to 
trouble him ; everything he did was done 
con amore: By-and-by, as their friendship 
increased, William found he was by no means 
without troubles. He had no near relation, 
and no means beyond the fellowship, which 
was barely one hundred and fifty pounds a 
year. He was the last of ten children, and, 
being himself one of the elders, he had seen 
his nine brothers and sisters carried to the 
grave. His parents had literally died of 
grief ; and, beside standing alone in the world, 
he knew he bore in his blood the fatal taint 
that might at any moment show itself. His 
father had been a curate all his life, and 
when he died all his little means died 
too. 
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" It doesn't do to think," he said ; " one 
isn't put into the world to think, but to act." 

Had William been inclined to murmur at 
his own fortunes, he would have acknow- 
ledged he had no such excuse as had Tom 
Lonely. Yet, cheerfully and manfully, Mr. 
Lonely kept his sorrows at bay ; and, while 
he fulfilled the duties of his profession, not as 
a gentleman and a scholar merely, but as a 
sincere Christian, he yet joined in the amuse- 
ments of his age, and was welcome every- 
where. 

On Sunday afternoons it was a favourite 
walk to go out to Walcombe, "and hear 
Tom Lonely preach," for his sermons were 
by no means suitable for a rustic congrega- 
tion, and the young Cantabs declared the 
bumpkins of Walcombe sat open-mouthed, 
vainly trying to understand his drift. 

Sensible in everything else, Mr. Lonely 
could not be made sensible of the incongruity 
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of learned disputations to such a flock as he 
presided over. 

" Never preach down to a man," was his 
maxim ; and so he continued to address the 
jpoor ignorant labourers in the country in 
language — paradoxical and argumentative — 
which was really in its place only in a college 
chapel. 

William Sherwood attacked him on this 
point, and did his best to make him alter. 

" What sort of a sermon would you have ?" 
was his friend's comment. " Are there two 
Bibles ? Are there two ways to Heaven ? 
One for the rich, and the other for the 
poor ?" 

" Yes," cried William, unhesitatingly, 
"there are. Go to one of those cottagers, 
and read him one of St. Paul's epistles, and 
ask him what he understands of it He may 
glean its general sense, but he is not capable 
-of following its subtleties of thought and rea- 
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soning, you'll find. But read him one of the 
Gospels, or an Old Testament story, and he'll 
enjoy it thoroughly, whereas you or I find 
immense pleasure in St. Paul's learning, and 
see many a golden grain in the simple narra- 
tives of the Gospels of which the unlearned 
are unconscious. So the Bible is a twofold 
book, and the poor and the rich each see it 
differently, though, of course, the main prin- 
ciple, the main point, is one and the same for 
all men and ages." 

" I'll try," Tom Lonely said. 

And in a few days he told William Sher- 
wood the result. 

" I went to old Joe Garden," he said, "and 
read him the second chapter in Philippians. 
The old fellow cried, i Ah, that's fine 
language ; but would you mind reading about 
the loaves and fishes, it seems to come more 
homely, like.' I went home, and did my 
best to write a simple sermon. The 
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thing is impossible. It was downright 
twaddle." 

" Let me see it," William said. 

And when he had read it, truth compelled 
him to endorse Lonely's verdict. 

" But, as it is easy to find fault," Sherwood 
added, " Til sit down and discover the diffi- 
culty for myself/' 

Discovering the difficulty was, uncon- 
sciously, to William the turning-point of his 
future. He wrote what was, according to 
his ideas, a plain sermon ; and, according to 
his promise, submitted it to his friend's 
criticism. 

The next Sunday afternoon, when the little 
church was as usual attended by many col- 
legians, Mr. Lonely preached William's first 
attempt, and William, who had no idea of 
Lonely's intention, sat listening with a mixed 
sensation of shame that he, so full of faults 
and shortcomings, should presume to call his 
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fellow-men to account, and pleasure that 
Lonely esteemed the little essay good enough 
to deliver. 

" I say," cried Watson, of Caius, " Lonely's 
been cribbing ; he never wrote that sermon 
himself : it's what I call sound doctrine, and 
sound sense. I admit Lonely is well off for 
both ; but he usually hides them with his word 
garnishing. " 

Meantime William made Lonely promise 
not to reveal the author, and to please Tom 
Lonely, he continued, as often as he had 
leisure, to furnish him with sermons, until at 
last " Lonely's new style " became so much 
talked about, that heads of colleges went out 
to Walcombe, and complimented the preacher. 
On this Mr. Lonely refused to keep the secret 
any longer, and together with much additional 
esteem and admiration, Mr. Sherwood gained 
the nickname of Parson Layman. 

Dr. Sharpe had him up to a private inter- 

11 — 2 
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view soon after this discovery, and seriously 
begged him to prepare himself for holy orders. 

William pleaded his disinclination for cleri- 
cal duties, and plainly declared he should 
think it wrong to trade upon what was a mere 
knack of composition, when he could only 
make it pay by making a most solemn pro- 
fession. 

" A very proper feeling," cried the old 
doctor, " as far as it goes ; but don't you try 
to live as a Christian, in all ways ?" 

" I hope so," was William's startled reply. 

" Do you dissent at all from the Bible doc- 
trine, or consider the Good Samaritan a fussy 
and unlikely character ?" 

" I hope not," he said, smiling, as he saw 
his old friend's drift. 

" Has your past life been one of selfish 
indulgence and criminal levity ? Were you 
an undutiful son, and an unkind neighbour ?" 

Again William smiled. 
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" Nay !" he exclained. " I'm not in the 
confessional !" 

" Ah, my dear boy," said the doctor 
affectionately, "if God be extreme to mark 
what is amiss, who shall abide the day of 
His coming ? We can none of us be more 
than sincere. I'm the last man to flatter 
any one, and I do say, from my heart, that 
he who tries to do well, who is a good son 
and a peaceful subject, and speaks the truth 
from his heart, that man may conscientiously 
undertake to minister publicly before the 
Lord. You have many gifts, my dear boy, 
but your special gift is the one you ought to 
cultivate. What is there you object to in a 
clergyman's work ?" 

" I could not go about amongst the poor," 
he answered. " I should weary of the school 
work and the house visiting — not of the read- 
ing to the sick, but of that dreary round of 
parish duties, with worries of small things 
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which oblige a man to profess interest where 
it is impossible for him as a man to feel any. 
I should be a hypocrite, sir, to undertake such 
uncongenial work." 

" But you have no distaste for public read- 
ing and speaking, my dear boy ?" 

" No, no," William said, laughing ; " my 
childish desire for the bar was because I 
might hold forth in public, and though I 
hope I have more exalted notions now, yet 
I must still plead guilty to a longing for liberty 
to say my say out to the world." 

The old doctor laughed. 

" Take orders, my dear boy !" he exclaimed 
again. " Take orders, and cultivate your 
talent for sermonizing, and you will be ready 
against the time that must come, when there 
will be a separate branch of clergymen to 
work as prcoc/urs only, their intellects kept 
clear for that special branch, and educated up 
to answer that special purpose. It is the great 
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want of our church. I firmly believe many a 
good man is kept away from our services be- 
cause he cannot, without impatience, sit out 
the profitless aimless twaddle preached in so 
many pulpits. The very best man for parish 
-work may be the least capable of putting his 
thoughts into good language. I do consider 
it too often an insult to even ordinary minds 
to have to tolerate the undigested inexperi- 
enced gabble of many of our young curates ; 
and there is no help for it until we have a set 
of professed preachers qualified for pulpit 
service, and for pulpit service only. Look 
at other professions — that of the law, for in- 
stance ; is one lawyer equally expert in all 
parts of the law ? An able attorney is not 
necessarily an able pleader. Fiddle de dee, 
I often say when I hear as good a young 
fellow as ever lived, and as capable a young 
fellow as ever lived, cried down because he 
can't write and deliver a decent sermon. It's 
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not the lad's fault, but the fault of the system, 
that imposes inconsistent and incongruous 
parts on the same person." 

"Well, but, doctor/' William asked, 
"granted all you urge — am I to be the 
pioneer of this new school of preachers ?" 

" Take orders, my dear boy, and take a 
good fellowship, and we'll see if we can't put 
you somewhere where you need only super- 
intend the less congenial duties of a parish 
priest, and have leisure for what you like best." 

William shook his head, and laid his hand 
affectionately on his old master's shoulder. 
" I am sorely tempted," he said ; "but it is be- 
cause of the worldly advantages only; I 
must let the conviction come home before I 
dare take orders." 

But his old friend's words made a deep 
impression, and William began earnestly to 
school himself to think of parish work in a 
higher light, and for this purpose he went 
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with Tom Lonely frequently on his parish 
rounds. 

A very hard winter had set in, and there 
was much misery amongst the poor. Out of 
his slender means Mr. Lonely did his utmost 
to help his people, and his health at last be- 
gan to fail, because he denied himself many 
things which were absolute necessaries for his 
•delicate constitution. His friends guessed 
this, but no one dare interfere, until a bad 
cough came on, and his services were con- 
stantly interrupted by the difficulty he had in 
speaking. 

There were plenty of self-made curates 
placed at his disposal. Again and again 
William read the lessons for him ; but Mr. 
Lonely would not spare himself. The fact 
was, he feared to have to give up the cure, 
and that would be almost starvation, as his 
small fellowship would not suffice to clothe 
and feed him ; but a thorough wetting decided 
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the matter, and almost before it was generally 
acknowledged, Lonely was on the sick 
list. 

Rapid consumption had set in. He had 
plenty of loving friends, but in the last weeks 
of his life, he turned from all to cling to 
William Sherwood, and day and night Wil- 
liam nursed him unweariedly. It was the 
first death-bed William had witnessed, and 
its lessons sank deep into his soul. Here 
was a man within a few months of his own 
age, meeting death as a friend, not as a foe ; 
with a noble calm, an assured trust that cer- 
tainly could not exist without a strong foun- 
dation. 

Here was no weary body sick and disap- 
pointed with a long life ; no ambitious spirit 
tortured into longing for annihilation ; no sad- 
dened dejected soul craving for the quiet of 
the grave. Each of these might leave the 
world contentedly, because the world had no 



WORTH WAITING FOR. 171 



attraction left for him ; but none of these 
could dare look beyond death with assurance 
of eternal happiness, as did Tom Lonely. 

At twenty-seven years of age, with a fair 
share of worldly fame in his grasp, and a host 
of well-wishers and admirers around him, he 
never murmured at the decree that had gone 
forth ; all the scholars favourite pursuits were 
laid aside without a sigh ; all his plans and 
hopeful dreams were at once dropped out of 
his resigned mind. 

" The task of his life was a very short and 
easy one," he said, smiling. "Why should 
he be sorry because his never-ending holidays 
were come to him so soon ?" 

When he was dead William Sherwood 
went to Dr. Sharpe. 

" I promised Lonely I would take orders," 
he said, simply. " I should like to be or- 
dained next Easter." 

It was during his constant nursing that 
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William heard of Ellens supposed engage- 
ment, and he said to himself it was well that 
all his dearest ties should be broken at once, 

m 

that he might give himself the more entirely 
to his mission ; but that thought soon wore 
off, and while he mourned for the loss of his 
friend, his spirit was sore and bitter against 
her. Had not her eyes told him how she 
loved him the night they parted ? Had not 
the yearning tone of her voice, as much as the 
words she spoke, declared he was very dear 
to her ? It was no egotistic mistake on his 
part, no conceited misinterpretation, he had 
been as convinced of her love towards him as 
he was convinced of his love for her. Per- 
haps she had acted in pique. " Women are 
kittle cattle," he said, with a dolorous smile. 
" She may have fancied I am cool, and her 
pride has made her take the strongest 
measures to reprove me, but how could I, in 
honour, bind her to my uncertain prospects ?" 
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And then he set his pride aside, and wished 
he had at least told her the extent of his 
affection. Why should she not be happy in 
her own way ? Why should he set himself to 
judge what was best ? She had enough 
money for her own comfort. He need never 
have touched it Why had he been such a 
fool to let the golden opportunity escape him ? 
and now it was too late. 

No, not too late. The news of Major 
Smithson's death told him she was free, and 
the mention he made of it in his letter to 

» 

Captain Longley was intended for an opening 
for Ellen to write to him again. 

A very clumsy attempt at an opening* 
But whenever did a man understand a 
woman. And, as usual, with such bungling, 
the little cloud that at first was no bigger 
than a man's hand, assumed, as we know, 
immense proportions between them. But 
William worked on, doing his best to keep 
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these distractions down, and the fellowship 
he at last obtained was worth nearly eight 
hundred a year. 

Dr. Sharpe was a great deal more tri- 
umphant than the new fellow ; he talked of 
the young man's talents and perseverance in 
awe-struck whispers ; he walked about Cam- 
bridge button-holing every don he met, to make 
him aware of the genius the college contained ; 
lie shook his head as he prophesied Wil- 
liam's brilliant future; and he seemed to 
regret there was no higher office possible for 
Jiis young friend to fill than that of archbishop. 

" I knew it from the very first," he said, 
solemnly shutting his eyes, and slowly enun- 
ciating his words, as if he were quoting a 
well-known classic. " In prevailing on that 
lad to come amongst us I have made my col- 
lege famous for all time : that lad's mark is on 
the world, and will last as long as the world 
exists." 
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Arthur, sitting by the sick bed of his eldest 
born, read of his brothers success with envy 
and admiration. Arthur had found his busi- 
ness rapidly slipping from him; his father's 
best clients openly gave his unjust conduct to 
his brother as a reason for their going for 
sound advice elsewhere. His father's head 
clerk had left his service. He still kept up 
the farce of going to the office, but he would 
not on any account have let his father-in-law 
see his books. If Sir Roper had taken a 
fancy to have his house to himself, and told 
the younger couple to shift for themselves, 
Arthur must have declared his inability to 
keep Amelia in the style to which she was 
accustomed. Every year Arthur dreaded a 
proposed change, and every day saw him 
more and more of a toady to his father-in- 
law. 

As old Mr. Sherwood had foreseen, Arthur 
was literally paying in work for Sir Roper s 



i 7 6 WORTH WAITING FOR. 



hospitality; he was cellarer, butler, house- 
steward, master of the ceremonies ; his time 
was, in fact, first at Sir Ropers disposal, thea 
at his wife s, and, lastly, when they left him 
a few odd hours, at his own. Amelia was not 
a domestic character ; she had to perform the 
onerous duties of hostess to her father's 
numerous friends : she had to patronize city 
charities with her presence : she kept an 
immense visiting list, and had to make calls 
north, south, east and west of the metropolis ; 
she had to show herself in the park, at the 
fashionable places of amusement, the fetesy 
the galleries, the theatres, the opera. She 
worked hard to keep herself before the world 
in town and before the world in Brighton, at 
Scarboro\ at Baden, in Paris. She was no 
impostor, she did not profess to regret the 
claims of society upon her time. She had 
good nurses for her children, and Arthur was 
exhorted to visit the onrserr whecever he 
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could. She liked to see her babies richly 
dressed, and she delighted in watching her 
father's admiration for his handsome grand- 
sons. Amelia believed herself to be a great 
lady, and Sir Roper seemed well pleased to 
see her family around him. 

Little Roper Smith Sherwood was wonder- 
fully like his paternal grandfather, and showed 
a noble disposition. He was his father's 
pride and joy, and Arthur would have toadied 
twice as much as he did to advance his boy's 
prospects in life. The younger child was 
like his mother, and the baby was too young 
to be much noticed by any one but his nurse. 
How often Arthur longed to show his boys 
to William, or even to old Mrs. Williams ; 
but Amelia would not hear of overtures of 
amity being " thrust upon William ;" and she 
never could spare the carriage to send her 
children to see " that queer old lady." 

The sickness of little Roper Smith Sher- 
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wood was mortal ; and when Arthur returned 
from laying him in the grand ponderous 
family vault in Kensal Green, he felt ter- 
ribly solitary. Amelia was greatly afflicted — 
sensibly so for a time, but her grief showed 
itself not in tender, sympathizing attention to 
her heart-broken husband, but in deep crape 
tucks, a hushed, pompous voice, and chilling 
self-absorption. 

In the dreary days that followed the death 
and funeral Arthur used to take refuge in his 
father's office, and indulge in solitary unre- 
strained grief. He wrote to his brother in 
that time of humility, and asked for his sym- 
pathy, and William responded warmly; but 
Arthur could not invite him to Sir Roper s 
house, and William did not offer to visit 
London, so there the little burst of brotherly 
kindness began and ended. 

The death of his son had one good effect 
on the father, it stirred him up to seek for 
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greater independence, and he did some law 
work so ably at this period that people began 
to forget what he had done amiss, and busi- 
ness began to return to the old honoured 
name. 

" Quite unnecessary for you to slave at law," 
said Amelia, "my father's money will be 
quite sufficient to let our boys live as gentle- 
men at large ; they must go into the army — 
the Guards, of course — so that they won't be 
sent out of our reach, unless on an emer- 
gency." 

1 

" Your father might lose his capital," Arthur 
ventured to suggest, but Amelia bade him 
expect the Bank of England to be bankrupt 
rather than her father. 

The child's death was duly observed, and 
then all returned to their usual lives, only 
Arthur being altered by the loss. William 
took orders, and for a few months the charge 
of Walcombe was entrusted to him. There 
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he grew famous rapidly. During his friend's 
illness he had satisfied himself that he might 
embrace the church as his profession, without 
hurt to his conscience, and once satisfied on 
the point, he gave free scope to his talents for 
disputation and exhortation. 

Not only Dr. Sharpe but Cambridge's 
most learned pillars paid ready tribute to the 
young preacher's extraordinary gift. The 
little church could not contain the throng of 
Cantabs. " Silver tongue" was the name they 
gave him now, instead of Parson Layman, 
and thoughtful men prophesied he would be 
one of the most shining lights of the nine- 
teenth century. Captain Sharpe came to his 
uncle's about this time, and was immediately^ 
and as a favour, made acquainted with Wil- 
liam Sherwood. 

Captain Sharpe had quickly discovered,, 
entirely to his own satisfaction, that his pretty 
cousin felt only a friendly interest in the 
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arising star, and was, consequently, inclined to 
he civil to his uncle's pet. He reminded Wil- 
liam they met once before at Greenwich, and 
William, associating the captain with that 
Jiappy vanished time of home happiness, met 
his civility half way. 

Of course, in speaking of India, their 
mutual friends the Longleys were mentioned, 
and William succeeded in appearing perfectly 
at ease while he inquired the particulars of 
Agnes's and John's deaths. 

" By-the-by," the captain said, after 
answering all his questions relative to the 
outbreak of cholera, "by-the-by, I believe I 
was guilty of putting abroad a false report 
concerning Miss Longley. It seems I mis- 
took a one-sided attachment for a mutual 
regard, and I feel I ought to refute it. Poor 
Smithson was really devoted to her, but I 
believe he never told her so > and she — well, 
she's a miracle — she's the only beautiful 
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woman I ever knew who is perfectly natural 
and free from coquetry ; the fellows are 
positively mad about hen" 

So spoke the captain, determined to get his 
promise fulfilled handsomely, and beginning 
to understand why Ellen was so anxious ta 
be cleared of the imputation ; then he passed 
on to other subjects, to give his companion 
leisure to digest his words ; and William,, 
inwardly in a state of intense exultation,, 
presently asked for statistics on subjects con- 
cerning which he felt no interest, by way of 
showing his indifference on the report in 
question. 

It was fortunate Captain Sharpe spoke so- 
decidedly, for old Mrs. Williams, from motives 
of delicacy, concealed Ellen's letter on the 
matter from William, and poor Ellen's hope 
of redress by that innocent ruse failed. 

If any curious person had watched Mr. 
Sherwood walk from the doctor's to his own 
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rooms that night, they would have thought 
he had gone mad. He congratulated himself 
again and again on his discovery, smiled and 
laughed, and shook his left hand with his 
right in the silliest manner, and concocted a 
long letter to despatch to Ellen at once — a 
letter that should leave nothing unsaid — his 
own deep love — all the fears of the past — his 
rising prospects — and an entreaty for an en- 
gagement to culminate in marriage, as soon 
as he was in priest's orders. 

But the morning brought soberer thoughts. 
Supposing his health gave way before he was 
fully ordained ? Suppose — and he knew, no 
one better, the instability of human convic- 
tions — he should discover, before his proba- 
tionary time was over, he had no real vocation 
for the ministry ? Would it not be best to 
leave things as they were until his good pro- 
spects had become realities? Apart from 
his fellowship, he had nothing ; but if, as he 
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expected, he obtained a college living, that, 
with what he could meantime save out of his 
fellowship, would permit him to speak on 
equal terms with Ellen. 

He resolved, therefore, to stifle the loving 
effusion, in which he could have been so elo- 
quent, and trust a little longer. 




CHAPTER VII. 

NO LONGER WANTED. 

R. EDWARD 11 be for marrying 
again, and then he'll think no- 
thing of asking you to go some- 
where else." These words of Jane's were 
running in Ellen Longley's memory as she sat 
alone in the verandah which faced the maidan 
stretching far away towards the low range of 
distant hills on the horizon, and thought of 
the words Edward had spoken half an hour 
before. 

" Ellen, I'm sick of this miserable bachelor 
existence. I've asked Bel Pryor — I mean 
Mrs. Vernon — to have me, and we are to be 
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married next month. If you want to go- 
home, or anywhere, now's your time." 

It was no very unexpected news, and yet 
Ellen had felt so confounded as to be unable 
to reply. 

"I must be off to parade," Edward had 
added ; " we can talk it over by-and-by," and 
drawing on his brilliant white gloves, he had 
run hastily out of her presence. 

" If I want to go home, or anywhere," she 
said, presently, bitterly. " As if I had the 
money at my command ; as if I had not spent 
every available sous in this detestable place 
over him and his vagaries and extravagance i 
as if it was so easy to get away, and to travel 
alone through this hateful land ! It is just 
like Eddy — self, self only, and always self I 
And now what am I to do ?" 

Her anger gradually failed, as the sense 
of her loneliness came uppermost, and she 
cried in sheer misery and dismay. 
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Her face was still tear-stained when Samuel 
came round the verandah, and said, 

" ' Narson sahib ' was wanting her." 

Ellen was on such intimate terms with poor 
John's old chum that she did not make an ex- 
cuse to avoid seeing him, and Mr. Nelson 
guessed pretty accurately what news had dis- 
turbed her. 

" I'm not going to congratulate you" he 
said ; " but all the station think Longley's 
doing well. Widows well left are not very 
common in India ; and if Longley can poison 
off the old woman, he'll get on very well." 

"How do you know it ?" she asked. 

" Why, Mrs. Pryor has been trotting up 
and down the mall all the morning, telling 
every one she met. Longley's reputed ta 
have tidy private means ; so no doubt the old 
mother thinks Mrs. Vernon stands another 
chance of being well left a second time. 
There was a grand fuss at the colonel's 
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breakfast-table. Mrs. Knowall is very angry, 
and the pretty sister is very pale ; and the 
colonel blusters about the folly of a man tying 
himself up again, when he's once got free. 
Oh, it was a delicious scene !" 

" Do they know it's to be soon ?" Ellen 
asked. 

" Oh, yes, they know everything. The 
colonel took your brother's arm on early 
parade, and jawed away at him. Longley 
didn't half like what he said, evidently, for he 
looked very fierce. I dare say Knowall, with 
his usual good taste, alluded to poor Mrs. 
Longley. There's nothing that man sticks 
at. I want you to come for a ride," he said. 
*" Mrs. Pryor told me she was coming here ; 
so if you want to escape her, come out 



now." 



Ellen needed no second bidding. She 
rode with Mr. Nelson as if with her brother. 
That rumour could couple her name with his, 
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" that nice, kind boy," as she always thought 
of him, never entered her head as likely. 

They went on over the mall along the road 
bordered with trees leading into the jungle. 

" Fancy this being January !" Mr. Nelson 
said. " Look at the green corn, and the man- 
go-trees throwing that deep shade over the 
dusty road, and those nigs lolling in the sun. 
Only think what England is now — either ice- 
bound and bare and barren, or slush up to 
the stirrups, and a wind fit to cut one in two. 
Are you going home, Miss Longley — to Eng- 
land, I mean ?" 

He was riding a little ahead, and he turned 
round on his saddle, and drew his horse to a 
level with hers as he spoke. 

" I !" she said. " I don't know what to 
do!" 

There was more dejection in her tone than 
she intended, for his question had taken her 
unaware. 
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Mr. Nelson looked at her earnestly for an 
instant, then he said, 

" Fve never let it be known, because I was 
afraid people would make up to me for it 
only ; but I have money of my own — nearly 
four hundred a year now; and when my 
father dies — which I hope he won't do for 
a good many years to come— I shall have 
about ^2000 a year. Miss Longley, do you 
think — is it likely — I mean, would you mind 
having me ?" 

He spoke so rapidly and nervously that she 
hardly guessed his meaning before he was 
waiting for her answer. His question caused 
neither exultation, vexation, amusement, nor 
pain. Would she mind having him ! She, 
ivith all her girlish, exaggerated notions of 
manly excellence ; with her mind full of 
:some one who was so infinitely superior to 
•every man who was ever born before ; she, 
ivho wanted some one to whose judgment she 
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could appeal as to an unerring judgment; 
would she mind having this "nice kind 
youth M — whose greatest claim to her friend- 
ship had hitherto rested on his connection 
with John Turner ? There was no blush on 
her face, no drooping of her eyelids, as she 
looked earnestly back at him, while she re- 
volved the question in her mind. 

If she could but consider him a suitable 
husband, all her difficulties would be ended. 
She would have home — a position in the 
world — a safe resting-place— a kind, even- 
tempered companion ; far away at home her 
friends would say she had done well for her- 
self, and William would receive proof positive 
she was not breaking her heart for him. 
Only for a few seconds she reasoned thus. 
The clear truth came quickly. How could 
she take a preoccupied heart to a man who 
trusted her implicitly ? how could she make a 
mere convenience of a solemn act ? how could 
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she swear love and obedience to a man of 
whom she was accustomed to speak as a 
" nice boy ?" Though he was neither bril- 
liant nor learned, indeed not particularly 
sensible, he was at least honest, true, and 
good, but she whose heart beat fast at the 
mere sound of another's name, and whose 
thoughts, do what she would to prevent them, 
were always full of another's image, would be 
neither honest nor true to herself nor to him 
if she accepted his proposal. 

So she said at last, very quietly, 
" I hope you are not in earnest, because I 
do not like you in the way you mean. ,, 

" You think I am very presumptuous ?" he 
said. " You think of me as a boy. But, look 
here, I never meant to say it ; I should never 
have dared to say it ; only, don't you see, if 
you go away, I lose all chance; and, Miss 
Longley, John Turner knew how always, ever 
since you came, I have cared for nothing nor 
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any one but you. If you don't care for any 
one else — and I know you have refused lots 
of fellows — couldn't you try to like me ? You 
won't be happy, living with Mrs. Vernon. At 
least, you can do as you like with me; and I'll 
chuck up the army and go home, if you would 
rather." 

" Don't let us say any more," she said ; " if 
I could like any one, it would be you, for you 
have been so kind, and always seemed to talk 
without any silly flirting nonsence ; but I tell 
you seriously and truly — as truly as if these 
were my last words — I can't like any one that 
I have seen — out here," she added, under her 
breath. But he caught the words, and drew 
the correct inference. 

" You won't cut me, now ?" he said. " You 
won't be angry at my ill-considered words. 
We shall he friends still ? w 

" Don't you think I am sensible of the 
compliment you have paid me ?" she replied 

vol. in. 13 
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with a sigh of intense relief. " Of course we 
shall be friends." And to remove all doubt, 
she began to talk to him of the coming mar- 
riage, and of her own immature plans. 

Mrs. Steele, Agnes' eldest sister, had asked 
her to go to her several times since Agnes 
died. Perhaps a visit to her would be the 
best thing to do now, and then she might 
hear of an escort to England. 

" Mrs. Pryor said this morning," he ex- 
claimed, "very likely you and she could 
arrange to join house-keeping till you mar- 
ried." 

Ellen laughed. " Mrs. Pryor and I !" she 
cried ; " that would be too much happiness ; 
besides, she doesn't like me !" 

" Oh, shell like you well enough when you 
are not in her dear Bel's way. She'll adore 
Mrs. Knowall's sister now the latter is no 
longer a rival/' 

When they returned to the bungalow, the 
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ayah said Mrs. Pryor had been, "and had 
gone all over the house." The woman 
laughed, as she added — " The mem sahib 
said it isn't a good bungalow, and the little 
mem sahib said it was a very dull one." 

Of course the servants, with the dexterity 
of the race, be it black, white, or brown, had 
discovered the impending change in the 
family and the ayah, anxious to find out how 
her mistress took it, went on chattering as 
she put away the habit and hat 

" The Pryor mem sahib was a very good 
lady, so kind to her servants ; talked to them 
so freely, and never gave them the slipper 
unless they were very bad indeed. The little 
mem sahib was a very rich lady, and she was 
very good to her servants, such a lot of money 
she spent in the bazaar since she became a 
widow, over sweets ; her ayah always had 
her pockets full of sweets given her by the 
little mem sahib." Then, in a wheedling, 

13—2 
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smiling manner she asked — " Was it true the 
Captain Sahib was goiiig to marry Vent sahib 
kee mem, and would the missy baba stay at 
Dooliejuldi ?" 

Ellen never could bear to do as so many 
English ladies do, treat their native servants 
with a degree of hauteur they would not 
dream of using to Englishwomen. 

" When matters are settled," she answered,. 
" you will all be told ; but if I go from here,, 
will you go too ?" 

" Oh yes, she would follow her to the end 
of the world." And Ellen thought, after all, 
her gifts and kindness had borne fruit, and 
rejoiced that if she had to go, she would at 
least be sure of one familiar face to accom- 
pany her. 

Eddy's "by-and-by" was the next morn- 
ing. 

Ellen generally got up and made chota 
hazari as soon as it was light, and the brother 
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and sister drank it, sitting out in the com- 
pound with a little teapoy between them. 
Edward was up and about very early this 
morning, and appeared at the breakfast-table 
in mufti. 

" You may as well come and ride with Bel 
and me," he said. " Mrs. Pryor says you 
ought not to go about alone with Nelson, 
unless, as people say you do, you mean to 
marry him." 

" Til go with you — if I shan't be in the 
way," she replied ; "but I don't want Mrs, 
Pryor to teach me etiquette." 

He laughed. 

" No," he said ; " but it shows people talk ; 
and Agnes never let you ride alone, except 
with John." 

The mention of Agnes drove away Ellen's 
anger. 

"It never entered into my head to suppose 
people could talk of that boy." 



/ 
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" Do you never mean to marry ?" he 
asked. 

Ellen's heart beat fast. She guessed what 
was in his mind, and she spoke out, deter- 
mined to get it over. 

" Eddy, let us be candid with each other. 
Of course, Mrs. Vernon is not anxious ta 
have me to live with you, and you don't like 
to say to me go, outright ; but I see, it is 
best I should go. The only thing is, where 
am I to get my passage-money ?" 

" That's just it," he said ; " and really, 
Ellen, I can't think what you do with your 
money. Why, comparatively, you are better 
off than I am ; for look at my expenses, com- 
pared with a girl's." 

" Don't let us go into that miserable sub- 
ject/' she replied. " Here is the fact — if I 
take my next dividends to pay my passage, 
how am I to live meantime ?" 

" The best thing would be for you to- 
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marry. I'm sure there are two or three 
fellows here only wanting a little encourage- 
ment, and really, Ellen, you know you're 
getting on — twenty-two is pretty well." 

She could afford to laugh at the insinu- 
ation. 

" Now, Eddy !" she exclaimed, " let that 
alone. If I like to be an old maid what 
does it matter to you ? But I have been 
thinking I might go to Ethel, and she 
would very likely advance me enough to take 
me home — that is, if you can't lend me any- 
thing ?" 

" My dear child, really you are inconside- 
rate. It's all very true I'm marrying money, 
but don't you see, that very fact obliges me to 
make a little outlay. You wouldn't - have me 
take all and give nothing. I really think you 
can't do better than go to Ethel. Hazaritiaro 
isn't at all a bad place, and you'd enjoy being 
with a lot of children. The change will do 
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you good too, and poor Ethel will be so de- 
lighted to have you." 

" But how shall I get there ?" 

" Oh, nothing easier. We can lay your 
dak to Jubbulpore, and then you take the 
train to Ramgurh, and thence it's only four 
days' dak. I dare say one hundred rupees 
would clear the journey ; and, as of course 
you'll be Ethel's visitor, the longer you stay 
with her the more you'll save towards getting 
on to Bombay." 

Ellen had given up feeling pain at Ed- 
wards words. She was becoming philoso- 
phical, "hard," she told herself. She would 
forbear to expostulate. Their last few days 
together should be peaceful. So she dressed 
and accompanied him for a ride, and meeting 
the cantonment magistrate, she asked him to 
lay her dak for the following week. 

Colonel Green was the man she knew least 
of all her Dooliejuldi acquaintances. He was 
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a spare, elderly person, content to remain in 
India in an untidy bachelor household, letting 
his servants feed and dress him, and letting 
the natives hoodwink him unquestioningly. 

" Going away ?" he said, turning round 
with her, as Captain Longley cantered for- 
ward to meet Mrs. Vernon, who just then ap- 
.peared in a coquettish white habit, turning 
out of her compound. " Going away — may 
I ask — to be married ?" 

" No," she cried, intensely amused, " I'm 
only to stay with an old friend on my way to 
England." 

" Why don't you stay here ?" 
" My brother is going to be married." 
" More fool — I mean yes, of course ; but 
you — don't you like this place ?" 

" Oh, yes — but I only came to be with him, 
and my old friend his wife." 

"Ah, she was a sweet girl. Miss Longley, 
do you think you could fancy an old fellow 



202 WORTH WAITING FOR. 



like me? I've had my eye on you ever since 
you came ; but I tell you honestly I never 
should have ventured to say so, but for this 
sudden move. There — I'll go away now — 
Here's that silly little — I mean, here they 
come. Just think it over, and send me a 
chit after office hours, this evening. I won't 
lay the dak to-day." 

"There must be something in Indian air to 
make people queer/' thought Ellen, as her 
new suitor abruptly left her ; " or is it that 
men seriously believe I only came out to get 
a husband ?" 

Bel Vernon came gushingly up to Ellen, 
and simpered and giggled in expectation of 
loving congratulations. Ellen felt obliged 
to say something, but the something sounded 
very tame. 

" I hope you will be very happy," was all 
she said. 

While Bel, who considered she was about 
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to make a capital match, cried out affectedly, 
turning to Eddy as she said so, 

" I should think there's no doubt about 
it And where shall you. go, dear?" she 
added. " I do wish you could settle near 
us." 

Ellen told her plans tersely enough, and 
Mrs. Vernon thought them excellent 

It was known all over the station before 
the afternoon hour of gathering round the 
band-stand, that Miss Longley was going 
away unmarried. 

It was surprising and unusual in canton- 
ment annals for a girl, young, beautiful, and 
moderately dowered, to remain more than a 
year in a station where spins, were scarce 
and bachelors plentiful, and go away as she 
came, heart-whole. 

When Ellen, with Mrs. Roberts, drove up 
to the croquet-ground that evening, their 
carriage was instantly surrounded. Was it 
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true ? Was it possible ? Could she be so 
cruel ? Where could she find better friends ? 
Wouldn't she change her mind ? And when 
she got out, and went to see the children, 
who were all clustered about the band — as was 
her wont — she was clamorously assailed by 
her little friends, and entreated by them not to 
go away. 

Ellen had won many a child's heart by her 
happy words, her pretty face, and a judicious 
supply of toys or sweets. The little Know- 
alls, the Robertses, and many others watched 
for her appearance as eagerly as they 
watched for the bandsmen; and now, when 
they knew she was going away, they clung to 
her persistently. 

Their little pale faces and eager eyes had 
always a great attraction for her, they were 
so white and puny compared to home-bred 
children, so much quieter in their play, and 
restrained in their movements. She was 
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amused, too, by their innate imperiousness, 
and the readiness with which they adopted 
native speech and manners. It was harder 
for her to tell them she must go than to say 
No to her unwelcome suitors. She began to 
feel that leaving the place where for a year 
her joys and sorrows had been heightened and 
lightened by kindly friends — strangers, like 
herself, and exiles — would not be such an 
easy matter. All through her coming life 
her memory would retain sweet and sad 
recollections born here, and her thoughts 
ever return to the tumble-down bungalow 
and the shadowed cemetery, where the brief 
domestic drama was played out, and the 
young brother and sister lay at rest 

It is hardly necessary to say the chit 
asked for by the cantonment magistrate, and 
duly sent him after office hours, briefly stated 
Miss Longley's regret that she must keep to 
her original intention to leave Dooliejuldi, 
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and must beg Colonel Green to be good 
enough to lay her dak at his earliest con- 
venience. The colonel was not much hurt 
thereat. He retained his liberty, that was 
the prime consolation. 

A farewell ball in her honour was given 
by the bachelors. It was organized with the 
greatest secrecy, and the invitations came out 
as a grand surprise. The cards were won- 
derful works of art, etched by Mr. Nelson 
and one other subaltern, the two sitting up 
two nights, and refraining from mid-day 
siesta and afternoon rackets, to get through 
their self-imposed task. Bordered by cupids, 
and hearts and darts, and elaborately-embla- 
zoned, these invitations set forth in choice 
language that the honour of the company of 
colonel or captain, or major or lieutenant, 
was solicited by the bachelors of Dooliejuldi 
at a ball to be given to Miss Longley, who 
was about to leave the station. 
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Mrs. K no wall rather approved of the party 
— it was a chance for her sister — but Mrs. 
Pryor considered it almost an insult for a lot 
of young men to drag a young lady's name 
into public in that way; and, if she might 
express her opinion, she really thought Ellen 
ought to decline to be present. But Ellen 
thought otherwise. She would be delighted 
to accept such a kind invitation, she declared, 
and meant to stay at home all the previous 
day to be in good dancing order, and dance 
with every one of her hosts for the last time. 

Nay, more, she laid aside her deep mourning 
for the occasion, and appeared in white, look- 
ing so fair and fresh and girlish, that Mrs. 
Pryor could only sorrowfully suppose she 
was trying to suggest bridal robes would be 
to her liking if any eligible should care to 
ask her to wear them on his behalf. 

And' with her deep mourning, Ellen laid 
aside, for that night, all her sad thoughts, and 
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tried to be as she had been little more than a 
year before — gay and contented. It needed 
not a very great effort to enjoy the scene. 
Her youth, and her fondness for dancing, the 
knowledge that she was amongst people who 
liked her, and her own sincere liking for most 
of the company, made her feel happy. As 
she was the guest, so was she also the belle 
of the evening. But, though she understood 
her position perfectly, she remained natural 
and modest ; and, indeed, in these two little 
words lies the secret of popularity. 

If she had any little qualms about meeting 
her two rejected suitors, they were soon set 
at rest. Colonel Green was amongst the first 
to greet her, and Mr. Nelson looked anything 
but sentimental. 

As soon as the Longleys' buggy was 
known to be entering the mess-compound, 
the band had struck up, " See the Conquer- 
ing Hero comes/' and the whole of the 
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bachelors, in their various gay uniforms, had 
lined the verandah to receive their guest. 
Colonel Green, as the senior, had had the 
honour of assisting her to alight; but no 
sooner did she reach the ground than she 
was assailed by every one of her hosts asking 
for a dance. It is a popular fallacy that our 
fast, bold young ladies are the natural result 
of a race of degenerate youths, that the one 
is suited to the other, and that like to like is 
but as it should be. But our assuming, 
selfish, slangy young men are quite capable 
of appreciating lady-like manners and gentle 
graces, and if they bring their stable talk and 
mess-room manners into the drawing-room it 
is only because they meet with encourage- 
ment. Fanny Roberts and Bel Pryor were 
unreservedly spoken of at Dooliejuldi as 
"jolly little girls," and "knowing little fillies/' 
but no one dreamed of putting Miss Longley 
on a level with them. And even when her 
vol. in. 14 
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matrimonial prospects were the subject of 
bets, the discussions were not carried on in 
full conclave round the mess-table, but in 
subdued tones amongst a few intimates. 
The universal admiration she excited was 
always respectful. The beauty of her honest 
eyes was reflected from an honest heart, 
and the kindly grace of her usually happy 
manner was innate. Men are ready 
•enough to acknowledge modesty, and when 
beauty goes with it, who can resist its fasci- 
nation ? 

But the evening had its drawbacks. No 
less than five adventuresome youths proposed 
to poor Ellen. There was the adjutant of 
the Madras dashers, in his lovely gray and 
silver uniform, with his Mutiny medal and 
Victoria cross, who, in the intricacies of the 
lancers, unfolded all his worldly prospects 
before her, and boasted of the good pension 
assured to his widow and orphans in per- 
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spective. There was the wing officer of the 
native infantry, with his double pay and his 
delightful " off reckonings," who promised to 
send her to the hills every year, and declared, 
if she rejected him, he would marry his 
havildar's daughter and settle down in the 
bazaar. There was the doctor of the artil- 
lery, who prided himself/ on his whiskers, and 
on being one of " the regulars," who told her 
in confidence over the lobster salad, that he 
should be surgeon-major in twelve years' 
time, when her rank as his wife would be 
superior to Mrs. Knowall's. There was the 
ensign of her brother's regiment, who pen- 
cilled his request under an ardent cracker- 
motto, and ate three ices, one after the other, 
in a state of utter unconsciousness, when she 
crushed up the tender missive and laughed. 
And there was the " officer attached " from a 
hill regiment, " the bounding goorkha," as he 
"was called, from his enthusiastic dancing, who 

14 — 2 
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trod on her toes and gaily careered from side 
to side as if he were in his native wilds and 
amenable to none of the laws of polite mo- 
tion ; and then, when she, fairly exhausted, 
was compelled to say she could not go on, 
held up her fan between themselves and 
every one else, and modestly hoped she 
would dance through life with him. 

How Ellen longed for some friend to 
whom she could confide all these ridiculous 
events. Agnes would have heard all and 
enjoyed it, but there was no one else trust- 
worthy, and Ellen laughed and cried after- 
wards as she recalled the evening — laughed 
at the extravagance, and cried over the 
earnestness of her Dooliejuldi suitors. 

In all sincerity, she hoped there might be 
no bachelor at Haziritiaro. 

" Or if there be," she decided, " I will wear 
spectacles, and never speak to him, and thea 
he can't pretend to like me." 
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Ethel wrote very kindly in answer to 
Ellen's offer to accept her often repeated in- 
vitation, and said she would receive her as a 
sister; and Ellen's heart warmed towards 
the writer, and she pursued her preparations 
for the journey with a lighter heart. 

That last evening in Dooliejuldi she will 
never forget. Alone she drove to the ceme- 
tery, and for the last time looked on the 
graves so dear to her. The slanting rays of 
the declining sun gilded the grass, and rested 
brightly on the names .she loved so much. 
When she turned away at last she felt as if 
she had got over the bitterness of leave taking, 
all else was but business. 

At the band-stand she said her last good- 
bye to the majority of her friends. Already 
the familiar scene seemed strange. Anglo- 
Indians are accustomed to these constant 
partings with people they have learned to 
love, but custom does not blunt the pang, 
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and the necessity of losing sight of kindly,, 
sympathizing acquaintances is not one of the 
least of the many trials of military life. 
Everyone — with but two or three exceptions 
amongst the ladies — felt sad at parting with 
Ellen, and as she went home through the 
gathering night she thought gratefully of all 
the good wishes showered on her future, and 
in her prayers prayed that they who had 
cheered her so kindly in her sickness and 
sorrow might all meet with her again when 
sorrow and sickness were done with for ever. 

In the chill, dark hour before daybreak, 
Ellen entered her doolie. At the last mo- 
ment the ayah had declared herself too ill to 
accompany her; and, on minute investiga- 
tion, it was discovered the faithful Samuel 
claimed her as hfe wife, and refused to per- 
mit her to go. 

" Why, you said you didn't know her 
when she was entertained," cried Eddy. 
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But Samuel declared he had only lately 
married her. And there was no help for it, 
Ellen must be brave and self-dependent. 

Edward wept sorely, as he said Good-bye. 
Perhaps he really felt compunction. Perhaps 
he merely lamented her absence. Perhaps 
he cried because it is a weak person's best 
way of avoiding unpleasant reflections. 

" I will come home and take care of you 
as soon as I can," he said, magnificently, as a 
parting encouragement 

And then the doolie was raised, and Ellen 
retraced the way along which she had come 
. so buoyantly and hopefully sixteen months 
before — a stranger and a wanderer once 
more. Then followed three days of sojourn- 
ing in comfortless dak bungalows — a prey to 
flies, to dust, to bad food, to ennui insuffer- 
able — and three nights in doolies, shuffling 
along over roads knee-deep in dust, listening 
to the monotonous ugh, ugh, of the bearers, 
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watching the flashing of the torches on the 
closely-encroaching jungle on either hand, 
and vainly trying to keep out the sickening 
smell of the smoking lights. After this, 
twenty-six hours of railroad travelling ; and, 
lastly, a day and a night of roughest jolting 
in a dak gharry, which finally brought her, 
bruised and battered, weary and dispirited, to 
Haziritiaro. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

LEARNING PATIENCE. 

t|N the heart of the jungle, on a road 
which was, once upon a time, the 
thoroughfare for all the merchants 
travelling between Nagpore and Jubbulpore, 
but which, now the railroad was open, was 
comparatively deserted, lay the little native 
town of Haziritiaro, with its small European 
settlement of two civil officials and their 
families — Mr. Steele, the deputy-commis- 
sioner, and Mr. Brown, his assistant. Coming 
through interminable wilds, where dusty bel- 
bushes, thorny mimosas, and hoary-looking 
castor-oil plants, were diversified only here 
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and there by small plots of cotton or rice, and 
of ragged plantains, the first sight of the little 
settlement, with its background of densely- 
wooded hill, its large tank, its two mosques, 
and its clumps of handsome mango-trees, was 
delightfully refreshing to the traveller. The 
ennui of its unrelieved monotony, the airless 
depression of its hill-sheltered atmosphere, 
were unthought-of defects ; and as Ellen was. 
carried up to the gaily blue-and- whitewashed 
bungalow that nestled so picturesquely close 
under the wooded bank, she believed she had 
found the land of Goshen. 

A little distance from this bungalow, was a 
smaller one, coloured precisely similar, it 
being Mr. Steele's kutcherry, or hall of justice^ 
beyond it again was yet another house, that of 
Mr. Brown ; and beyond the intervening 
double belt of trees lay the bazaar, the ruined 
mud fort, and the native town, so that the 
dwelling-house of Mr. Steele was on the out- 
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skirts of the jungle. It was a handsome 
pucka bungalow, with a rounded colonnaded 
front, and an attempt at a garden around it ; 
but here, as in most Indian houses, were 
glaring inconsistencies. A huge meat-safe 
dangled from the verandah rafters over the 
principal entrance ; chickens, ducks, and 
turkeys strayed at their own sweet will 
through the verandah and across the flower- 
beds ; a kennel or two, surrounded by bones,, 
stood in the drive ; the huge well, whereat 
two oxen incessantly laboured drawing water 
for the needs of a large establishment, and the 
ever thirsty garden, was close enough for the 
cluck-cluck of the driver to worry an ill-regu- 
lated mind to frenzy. 

Morning and evening, every domestic crea- 
ture came here to be fed — the bony cows, the 
little mangy-looking sheep, the better-condi- 
tioned goats, the horses, the oxen, the poultry, 
and ever and always the noisy crows fought 
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and flapped about the compound, picking up 
stray treasure. 

On the other side of the house, the two 
dirzees sat on their dirrees buzzing together 
over their work ; here also the . ayahs, the 
bearers, the dhaye, and the children lolled 
through the lazy day, enjoying the view of 
the cook-house, and occasionally entering its 
smoky precinct to have a whiff of the savoury 
cooking odour, or a sly pull at a hookah. 

The west side was appropriated to the 
mistress ; the east side to the master ; and in 
these two verandahs only was anything like 
order maintained. In that of the mistress sat 
her ayah and sweeper ; in that of the master 
his bearer ; and when he was at home, two 
chaprassies, whose business it was to run 
errands and to guard their master's premises 
day and night. 

To the right of his side the house were 
the stables — mere cattle-sheds, with wattled 
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verandahs, and beyond the cook-house, on 
the first ledge of the hill, the servants' houses, 
in front of which little naked children, and idle, 
unkempt women, played and dozed with 
praiseworthy endurance. 

The back of the bungalow was quite shut 
in by the overhanging hill or bank. The 
view from the front was not very extended. 
The compound some hundred yards across 
was bound by the deeply-rutted way cour- 
teously called the high-road, and on its 
further side was a little piece of water, 
bordered by small trees and brushwood, 
which screened all beyond from sight. An 
opening in the near bank of trees showed 
a little island in the middle of the tiny lake, 
on which was a rudely-cut stone, overhung 
by willows — the solitary resting-place of a 
young officer who died at Haziritiaro,fon 
his way to join his regiment. A mere lad 
of sixteen, who could not speak a^wordjbf 
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H industanee, and who was brought in by 
his servants only in time to die quietly 
under a roof. 

Ethel welcomed her guest very cordially. 

" You were a little fat girl when I left 
England, always leading poor Agnes into 
mischief. Dear me ! what changes have 
taken place ! Poor old Sherwood and papa 
dead, and Agnes and the little plague, 
Johnny ; and that old goose, Jane, whatever 
did she marry for ? and what killed Agnes's 
baby ? It was a good thing it was taken, 
though, now your brother is going to marry 
again." 

That she was treading on mental corns, or 
opening out old troubles, never entered 
Ethel's not very refined mind. " I'm so 
glad you've come, for I'm moped to death, 
and I want a good talk about all that's hap- 
pened in my own family. John's at kut- 
cherry ; he'll not be in till evening. Now 
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then, you little rude things," she added, 
abruptly turning here and there upon little 
faces which appeared peeping in at the 
several doors ; " either come in and salaam 
properly, or go off altogether. They under- 
stand English," she continued, to Ellen, " but 
they can't speak a word." 

" How many have you ?" Ellen asked, glad 
to turn the conversation. 

" There's Jack, twelve years old — really, 
he must go home and learn something, or 
he'll be ruined ; there's Aggy, ten, who can't 
put on her own shoes and stockings yet. I'd 
like to put her into my mother's charge ; shed 
uoon teach her. There's Ethel, nearly nine, 
who is as unruly as all the rest put together ; 
there's Kitty, six, who's a regular baby ; and 
there's little Tommy and Harry, oh, such 
scamps! and the baby, who, of course, is 
good for nothing* yet, but to be a nuisance. 
It seems to me babies are great mistakes — 
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little senseless, silly things, always wanting 
they don't know what, and making as much 
fuss over one little tooth coming as you or I 
would to have the whole lot pulled out Fve 
lost two; they would eat a lot of bazaar 
sweets, and smoke the hubble-bubble ; it's so 
vexing ; they will not consider anybody but 
themselves." 

And this was Agnes's sister. 

" What a nice house this is," Ellen said, as 
she followed Ethel through it to the rooms in- 
tended for her. 

" You should have seen it when we first 
came," was the answer. " The mutiny was 
just over, and it had been sacked and gutted. 
There wasn't a door or a pane of glass left, 
and the well was choked up with smashed-up 
furniture. However, we had our tents, and 
did very well till it was put in order." 

" How frightened you must have been !" 

" Well, I was afraid of the beetles ; there 
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were such heaps of them coming flopping into 
everything ; but I didn't care a bit for the 
people. I used to fire at a target every day, 
and I never stirred without my pocket-pistol. 
But there was no further cause for alarm ; 
they'd lost their little game, and had the sense 
to know it. What a handsome fellow your 
brother is — what sort of a wife did poor little 
Agnes make ?" 

She asked the question in so matter-of 1 
fact a manner that Ellen could not resent it - r 
but neither could she answer it She forced! 
back her tears, and did her utmost to keep 
down the indignation that would have been 
so little understood. 

" I'm too tired to talk now," she managed 
to say ; and Ethel accepted the excuse gra- 
ciously. 

Mr. Steele was an easy-tempered, homely 
man, content to play second-fiddle to his wife 
in all domestic arrangements, and giving him-^ 

VOL. III. 15 
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self up after business hours to unlimited 
cheroots, unlimited pegs, and a placid look- 
out on things in general from an easy chair in 
the verandah. Perhaps a limit to some of 
these creature comforts would have conduced 
to the clearing of his slightly fuddled intellects, 
but, as he said, what was he to do ? He had 
no society of his own sex and rank ; he got 
dull and tired with the hot kutcherry all day 
and every day ; how could he come home and 
join his noisy children, or encourage his wife's 
untiring tongue ? He had surely earned 
some rest, and was as surely entitled to take 
it in his own way. 

That first night he made an effort, and 
arrayed himself in what he believed to be the 
height of the prevailing fashion — his wedding 
suit. It was damaged by insects in places, 
and had fitted him better before he grew so 
broad, but he and his wife had accustomed 
themselves to consider its cut and style as 
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unquestionably correct, and had no idea it 
appeared oldfashioned and queer in the eyes 
of the present generation ; but after that 
night, having shown his guest what he could 
do on occasion, he was content to return to 
his shabby khakee suit or wrinkled white 
twill. 

The dinner was not first rate; it was 
served on handsome plate, that for want of 
care looked like pewter. The forks and 
spoons were greasy, the plates to match. 
The glass was opaque, and the dishes were 
scarcely eatable, ghee and spice predomi- 
nating in their composition ; that terrible con- 
coction bazaar bread, so like stale bun without 
currants, was so bad at Haziritiaro even for 
the Steeles' non-dainty appetite, that it had to 
be toasted to make it at all eatable ; the 
table was arranged hap-hazard, without any 
regard to conventionality ; and the servants' 
mistakes were loudly commented upon by 

15—2 ' 
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Mrs. Steele, who once or twice threatened the 
khidmutgar behind her chair with "put- 
put" She actually did turn upon him at 
last, and with the dinner napkin attacked his 
naked legs in a manner that school-boys, 
graphically describe as flicking. 

The colour rushed over Ellen's face. She- 
had heard of Englishwomen so far forgetting 
themselves, but hitherto had never met with 
the fact. Mrs. Steele noticed her agitation^ 
and laughingly drew her husband's attentioa 
to their visitor. 

" Oh, that's nothing," she cried ; " I often* 
have to give them good sound cuts with a. 
stick or a whip ; they don't feel it, and if thejr 
do it serves them right I wouldn't swear at 
them ; I think that's very wrong, but thejr 
understand stick law, and it's about the only- 
law they reverence." 

All the children were running in and 
out during dinner, shouting and dancings 
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and begging choice morsels from the 
table. 

" Mamma made us all so miserable by her 
strictness," said Ethel, "that I am deter- 
mined I will bring my children up on a dif- 
ferent plan. Tommy, you naughty boy, 
you'll be sick ; just look, Peer bux, he's got 
jam and sugar, and honey and butter all 
mixed with potato. Peer bux, a nice bearer 
you are, I '11 cut you a rupee for your negli- 
gence — Oolu !" 

Peer bux put up his hands humbly as she 
called him an owl. 

" They'd rather be beaten than called 
names," Ethel said, laughing. " Peer bux is 
really a wonderful servant, worth his weight 
in gold, but it does them good to be bullied, 
as, I dare say, you've discovered. How many 
ayahs have you had since you came ?" 

" Only one ?" 

Mrs. Steele looked at her curiously. 
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"Ah," she said, "then I expect you axe 
one of the soft sort, and let these people cheat 
you through thick and thin; however, you 
are safe while you are with me." 

Mr. Steele ate and drank, placidly indiffer- 
ent to what went on around him. He asked 
Ellen a question occasionally, and kindly re- 
marked he could not understand what all the 
young men were about to let her remain 
single. 

That night Ellen mentally determined her 
stay at Haziritiaro should be as short as pos- 
sible, but her determination was shaken next 
day. She was aroused at dawn by a perfect 
babel of sounds— children's voices screaming* 
scolding, singing; servants' voices expostu- 
lating and coaxing ; and Ethel's voice in 
angry threatening. It all meant nothing. 
The children were starting for their early 
airing, and were being fed first When they 
were off, Ethel gave out the stores, fanci- 
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fully attired in very scant and airy clothing, 
her hair in a hard knot at the top of her head, 
her neck and arms bare, and her untidy feet 
plainly visible under her short petticoat 

" Oh, how smart you are," she cried, as 
Ellen, in a pretty, clean washing gown, came 
on the scene. "Ah, it's easy to see you've 
nothing to do. I declare it's quite refreshing to 
see you, my dear. I am so glad to have you." 
"Then make me useful," Ellen cried; 
cheered by her cordiality. " I understand 
this work, and am quite learned in seers, and 
chittacks, and all the rest of it." 
" But you'll dirty that pretty dress." 
" Well, it will wash. Do let me help." 
Mrs. Steele accordingly accepted her assist- 
ance, watching her somewhat superciliously 
the while ; but Ellen had a practical turn, and 
did her work quickly and quietly ; and the 
servants, who always dreaded this business, 
as productive of squabbles and wrath, went 
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away with the supplies, rejoicing over the 
unwonted calm. 

" Thank you, my dear," Mrs. Steele ex- 
claimed, locking up her go-down. " Now I 
must go to the milk-room, and cream last 
night's milk, and see them churn it ; and, oh 
dear me, here come the children. There's 
Jack fighting them as usual. Leave Aggy 
alone, sir, you bad boy." 

Jack, a tall, thin, pallid boy, with a dis- 
agreeable countenance and repelling manner, 
answered his mother impertinently, and called 
out to know if the children's baths were 
ready ; finding they were not, because they 
were home again sooner than usual, he ran 
into the cook-house and slanged the servants, 
and presently returned himself carrying a can 
of hot water. 

" Now, Ayah," he cried, " you look quick, 

and get the little ones out of the way ; and 

just remember you put them clean linen on, 
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and don't use that beastly cocoa-nut oil to 
them." 

Mrs. Steele laughed as she caught Ellen's 
astonished look. 

" Oh," she said, " he's more of a mother to 
them all than I am. You see it's something 
for him to do ; and these creatures of servants 
want perpetual watching. I'll defy them to 
outwit Jack. I often think he takes after my 
mother; you remember how fond she is of 
putting every one to right." 

More screams and expostulations, threats, 
and coaxing went on during the bathing; 
and every now and then Jack darted out to 
fly at the cook, or the dhobie, or the dirzee ; 
his own toilet was indefinitely delayed while 
he superintended that of his brothers and 
sisters. Lastly, he denounced the soojee 
prepared for the little ones' breakfast as 
infamously bad, and flung it all in a mess on 
the kitchen door-step. 
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Ellen, curiously watching his proceedings^ 
could refrain no longer from expressing her 
feelings. 

"Oh, you naughty boy!" she cried, as a howl 
of disappointed hunger arose from the nursery. 

War to the knife between them was the 
result of her interference. He treated her 
with studied contempt ; and she found it im- 
possible to affect to like so disagreeable and 
rude a child. 

After the general breakfast — served in the 
pewter-like dishes, and altogether as little 
inviting as the dinner had been — Mrs. Steele 
summoned her children for school. Alt 
obeyed but Jack, who declared he wasn't 
going to be taught by a woman, and so was 
allowed to remain perfectly ignorant. Mrs. 
Steele had no patience ; she cuffed and boxed 
the little heads, roared at their mistakes, 
pinched the awkward fingers, and shook 
Tommy till he was breathless. The scene 
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caused Ellen intense misery ; the helplessness 
of Agnes's sickly baby had raised in her heart 
a bottomless well of tender compassion for 
the sorrows of all little children ; for the dead 
baby's sake they became henceforth interest- 
ing to her, and in one or two of the little 
Steeles a feature or an expression reminded 
her of Agnes, of John, and even of the dead 
infant, and, by the resemblance, appealed to 
her affection. Setting herself to discover 
some way of being of use, she saw here a 
very decided opening. 

" You have so much to do," she said to 
Ethel ; " I wish you'd let me take the chil- 
dren in a morning, and then I shall feel I am 
of a little use in the world." 

" Gracious me !" was the reply ; " it would 
be a perfect godsend, they do provoke me to 
such an extent that really I could kill them 
sometimes, and I'm not naturally impatient 
and exacting." 
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When Jack heard of this new arrangement 
he laughed, and when school began he found 
a thousand excuses for interruptions — now it 
was to bully Ethel for some fault committed 
during the morning's ride — now to question 
Aggy about something she had told Ayah — 
now to box Harry's ears for " pretending to 
look priggish;" but Ellen was a match for 
him. 

The third morning when he repeated these 
impertinences, she calmly informed him that 
if he came again she would send a chap- 
rassie to his father, to ask his leave to lock 
Jack up till lessons were over. This threat 
delivered before the rest of the children, 
utterly astonished Master Jack ; he turned on 
his heels and went off to the bazaar. Ellen 
had no idea at threatening merely ; at dinner, 
in Jack's presence she asked his father to lay 
his commands on the boy not to enter the 
room under any pretence whatever while 
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lessons were going on, and Mr. Steele was so- 
sincerely grateful to her for attempting the 
reform he felt was sorely needed, that he with 
unusual decision bade his eldest born " look 
out, or he should be sent to school in the hills, 
as sure as his name was Jack Steele. ,, 

A letter from Eddy quickly followed her. 

" Mrs. Knowall has shown herself my good 
friend," he wrote. "Can you believe, that 
old cat Mrs. Pryor has nearly practised an 
abominable cheat on me. Vernon's relatives, 
in England are contesting his will, on the 
plea that he was mad when he made it, and 
it is just possible Bel may not get a penny of 
it ; they are raking up his hurried courtship, 
and Mrs. K. thinks it is sure to go against 
the widow. Of course it is Mother Pryor's 
dodge to get Bel off while she is supposed to- 
be a rich widow, but they've got hold of the 
wrong man in me. Fve had a jolly flare up 
with the old thing. She called me mercenary \ 



238 WORTH WAITING FOR. 

the impudent woman! so here the matter 
remains. Bel and I are cuts at present It 
was so deceitful, wasn't it ? But if the ver- 
dict is in her favour, I don't mind overlooking 
the fault, for after all the poor little thing is 
very fond of me, and only did what she was 
told in keeping the secret. There's some 
good in Mrs. K. after all ; and if her sister 
had but enough money to pay for her clothes 
I wouldn't at all mind encouraging her ; but 
the readiness with which I can give Bel up, 
convinces me I shall never get over the loss 
of my poor little Agnes — she was one in a 
thousand. If I don't marry I hope you will 
come back to me ; the place has been quite 
dreary since you left, and lots of our fellows 
seem quite to mope. I was very much 
impressed with the sensation you made at 
the hall — quite as much as on your first 
appearance ; and I can tell you it is very 
uncommon for a girl to be as much made of 
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after being more than a year in the place, as 
she was when she had the charm of novelty 
and freshness added to her other charms. 
The excuse of my changed plans would be 
quite sufficient to account for your reappear- 
ance ; so, if the Steeles will keep you, remain 
with them till I can speak decidedly." 

Ellen shook her head over this. " Famili- 
arity breeds contempt," says the old proverb, 
and something very like contempt was in her 
thoughts, but she had long ceased to expect 
any practical sound sense from her handsome 
fascinating brother. 

"Always some one else to blame, never 
himself/' she said, and then turned with 
relief to her new pursuits. 

There was very little change at Haziriti- 
aro. The Browns had to be called on, and 
there was no one else to relieve the mo- 
notony. 

" Are we obliged to go through the burning 
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sun ?" Ellen asked, peeping out through the 
chinks at the outside glare, as Ethel called 
her to accompany her at high noon. 

"Yes. The Browns are awful sticklers for 
etiquette. Mr. Brown would not for all the 
world have you imagine he wasn't well up in 
London ways, and he fancies Londoners only 
make calls at tiffin time ; as for Mrs. Brown, 
why, she's Mrs. Brown, and there's no more 
to be said." 

The distance from one bungalow to the 
other was very short, but far too long to walk 
in the blazing heat. Dressed in small bonnets 
and flounced muslins, fit for London f£tes, the 
two ladies mounted their horses, hoisted large 
white umbrellas, and were slowly led by their 
grooms to their neighbour's house. 

Ellen had been long enough in India to 
discover, as soon as she saw Mr. Brown, that 
he was one of those unfortunates who are 
politely said to have been brought up on 
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coffee ; his toilette, his scented handkerchief, 
his jewellery, and his studied politeness, were 
striking. 

He began eagerly talking to Ellen of Lon- 
don and London life, and spoke of certaia 
fashionable shops, " turn round such and such 
a street, and opposite such and such a corner 
house," as if he had passed all his life there- 
about. 

" I give you my word," cried Ethel, as they 
returned home, " he's never been out of Hin- 
dustan ; he gets all sorts of hints from guide- 
books and maps, and thinks he takes every 
one in. I saw him wijh a turban on one day, 
and I was just going to ask him- in Hindu- 
stanee, whether his master was at home, when 
he spoke and undeceived me. We're obliged 
to tolerate him, and treat him as if he were 
what he pretends to be, because it would be 
disagreeable to be on bad terms with him in 
this small place. She's such a little idiot ^ 

vol. in. 16 
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she said one day, soon after they came, her 
husband's mother was a Spaniard. She's 
never been out of India either, but she's 
pucka English. Her father was a quarter- 
master in one of the Queen's regiments. She 
speaks of him as 'an officer in the army;' 
so, if we like, we may suppose he was a gene- 
ral at least." 

Ellen's horse went quicker than Ethel's, 
and the former was some paces in advance, 
when she heard the latter's voice grow sud- 
denly violent Looking round, she beheld 
Ethel, her umbrella closed, and the hot sun 
streaming upon her, belabouring her groom 
with all her might, while he, not daring to run 
away, meekly held on to the bridle, and tried 
to protect his ears by pulling his turban down 
on them. 

" The soor," cried Mrs. Steele, coming up 
flushed and angry, " I asked him to hold the 
chattah for a moment, and he hooked it into 
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my bonnet on purpose ; I know he did. I've 
broken the chattah over him, and now I shall 
have to send to Calcutta for another. I'll cut 
it out of his wages," she cried, and then she 
added, in Hindustanee, to Jack, who came 
running out eager to take part in the fray, 
" Look at my umbrella ! that pig has made 
me break it over his stupid head. Isn't it 
enraging ?" 

Jack flew at the man, and would have had 
him down in no time, had not his mother 
called him off. 

"For shame, sir," she cried, "attacking a 
poor weak nigger like that. You are always 
so impetuous, so hasty. Let him alone. Ill 
punish him properly, by cutting his wages; 
but I hate to see violence." 

Ellen was not sorry when Mrs. Steele com- 
plained of a headache. The house was almost 
quiet for the rest of the day, and she spent 
the long hot afternoon trying to make her 
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little pupils take interest in their les~ 
sons. 

" I suppose you don't do much," Mrs. Steele 
said, not at all understanding the quiet of 
these school hours. " I only wonder you 
get them to stay in the room ; but Fm sure 
it's very good of you trying." She was still 
more amazed when the children began to try 
to speak English, and when they eagerly 
came for lessons before the appointed hour. 
" I suppose . it's because you are pretty and 
nicely dressed," she said. " They never 
come to me when Fm alone, as they come 
to you ; little fickle things, you mustn't 
be surprised, my dear, when they tire 
of it." 

She was so thoroughly kind in her way to* 
Ellen ; so anxious to make her happy, and 
so unfeignedly glad to have her society, that 
had the household been even worse managed 
and more uncomfortable than it was, Ellen 
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could not have complained. It was de- 
cidedly flattering too, to see the woman who 
found fault with every one and everything, 
lower her voice and soften her countenance 
when she turned to Ellen. 

"Am I not getting sickeningly common- 
place and amiable ?" she asked her husband, 
in sober earnestness. " That girl really 
makes me ashamed of my little tempers ; not 
but what she can fire up too, sometimes. She 
gets furious over Jack, for instance ; but she's 
-so smooth-tongued, and looks so pretty ; and 
I can't take the trouble to dress up in this 
out-of-the-way place, and, like my poor 
mother, I can't help expressing what I 
feel!" 

There was this pleasure for Ellen : Mrs. 
Turner wrote long letters, every mail, to 
Ethel, "her only child," as she pathetically 
-called her, and in them the Sherwoods' doings 
ivere related. 
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" I met Arthur the other day," she wrote 
once. " He's very much broken ; he's lost his 
second child ; they're a badly-managed, deli- 
cate lot, I fancy. He went over to Cam- 
bridge, after the death, actually to see Wil- 
liam ; and he says William is quite a rising 
man ; great things are expected of him ; but 
so they were at school, and what did he do ? 
However, it's certain he's got a rich fellow- 
ship ; but then that prevents him marrying ; 
and I've fancied some time ago he's in love, 
for he's so absent sometimes. I showed him 
those photos the Longleys sent me, and he. 
sat staring at them till I lost all patience — 
only he's been so good to me. I would have 
cautioned him about day-dreaming; and 
really I don't know how I should have lived 
without him, through my troubles." 

Upon this, Ethel abruptly turned on Ellen. 

" How is it you and one of those Sherwood 
boys didn't make a match ?" she said. 
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The burning blood rushed to Ellen's 
face. 

" That'll do, my dear," Mrs. Steele added ; 
" so that's why you turn all the gentlemen to 
the right-about ? Well, if it's Arthur, you 
are better off as you are ; and if it's the other, 
it will come right, you'll see." 

She never alluded to the subject again, but 
she petted her young visitor more than ever ; 
and Ellen repaid her kindness with all her 
power in attending to the children. 

With the exception of Jack, they were good, 
tractable little creatures ; and as soon as they 
knew learning was no terrible scourge to be 
inculcated with hard knocks and words, they 
eagerly let their dawning interests rise, and 
showed more than ordinary capacity. 

When Aggy, the biggest girl, stumbled 
through a little tune on the crazy, jingling 
piano, and wrote her own name in English, 
the gratitude of her parents knew no bounds. 
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A magnificent bracelet of pure Indian gold 
was procured for Ellen, and Mr, Steele told 
her he only wished he knew a young man 
good enough to be her husband. Surely, so 
much gratitude was cheaply earned, though 
at the expense of all her life-long habits and 
tastes. 

The wet season at Haziritiaro was not a 
long one, but the heat seemed never ending 
and never lessening ; the want of all change 
in scene and society was very trying. 

" Ah, my dear !" Mrs. Steele used to say, 
4t I've been here twelve years — before and 
since the mutiny. If poor Steele was a little 
sharper, we might get moved to a better 
district. But he's so nerveless — as I call it — 
it's my belief if he'd married a poor tame 
wife he'd have been cashiered long since. 
Jack, you wicked child, what have you 
done ?" 

Jack, covered over with red powder, had 
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suddenly appeared in the verandah, his face 
flushed and his gait unsteady. 

* 

" Kareem bux ! Kareem bux !" then cried 
his mother, " where are you ? where has Jack 
Sahib been ?" 

The lad's bearer, in a supplicating attitude, 
came crouching to her. 

« Jack Sahib had given him the slip ; had 
been at a marriage-feast in the bazaar. Mem 
Sahib might hear the horns and tom-toms 
going on now. He (Kareem bux) had found 
Jack Sahib flinging the red powder over the 
people, and drinking their strong sharab." 

Mrs. Steele took off her shoe, and admin- 
istered a violent slippering to the unlucky 
bearer. She then called the chaprassie, and 
bade him hold her son tight, while the water- 
carrier filled his pig-skin with water. This 
<lone, she deliberately opened the mouth of 
the mussak, and in another instant Jack — who 
but half understood her design — would have 
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been drenched with the contents, when Ellen, 
foreseeing the bad effect of such a punishment, 
not only on the lad's disposition, but on the 
crowd of servants looking on, sprang forward 
and entreated Ethel not to do it. 

Mrs. Steele turned angrily upon her, but 
Ellen spoke quickly and to the point. 

"He was not a little child/' she said ; " let 
him get sober, and then punish him, not as an 
unreflecting animal, but as a boy who has 
committed a grave fault. This would de- 
grade him, but it can't appeal to his moral 



senses." 



Convinced against her will, his mother 
ordered Kareem bux to put the boy to bed, 
and not to let him leave his room till evenings 
when his father was at leisure. 

" Where does he get such low tastes ?" Mrs. 
Steele cried, afterwards. " He's always in 
the bazaar ; sometimes he pretends he goes 
to buy stuff for the animals, thinking the ser- 
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vants charge us too much ; but it's merely an 
excuse to be amongst those people. I sup- 
pose hell have to go to England — and what 
an expense that will be !" 

Mr. Steele was himself slightly hazy in his 
ideas when his wife told him of Jack's misde- 
meanour, and ordered him to go and ad- 
minister first a beating and then a lecture. 

" You put yourself out so unnecessarily/' he 
said. " He's a young scamp, of course ; but 
it's much too warm for me to undergo the 
violent exercise of thrashing ; and as for 
lecturing, all I can say is, ' do be a good 
boy/ I'm sure, Ethel, you can manage the 
children better than I can. Send him home 
if you can't. I really think it's time he knew 
something. Here, bring another peg, khit- 
mutgar." 

When the lad appeared at breakfast next 
morning, however, his father looked up, and 
said, quietly, 
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" You will not sit down with us, sir, until 
you have learned to behave like a gentleman." 

Jack glared round. Ellen's eyes were 
downcast, and her cheeks very rosy. Mrs. 
Steele was biting her lips to keep herself from 
speaking. He left the room without a word. 
At lesson time, he came humbly up to Miss 
Longley. 

" Kareem bux told me you didn't bear 
malice yesterday," he said, putting in a word 
of English where he knew it. "If youll 
teach me English, writing, and reading, Til 
be as good as I can." 

A word and a blow had been the only cor- 
rection he had ever before received — a word 
as angry as the blow which accompanied it. 
Ellen's silent contempt, and afterwards her 
generosity in saving him from degradation be- 
fore all the household, was a mode of punish- 
ment utterly new to him, and had made him 
penitent and ashamed. 
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" Sit down, dear," Ellen said, wisely sup- 
pressing her surprise ; " and if you learn as 
quick as I think you can, you will soon be 
able to help me with the little ones." 

Ethel wrote to her mother an account of 
her visitor's wonderful tact with children, and 
astonished Mrs. Turner, not only by her 
headstrong daughter's unusual openness and 
friendliness, but that " that spoilt little Ellen" 
should actually make herself useful. 

How William's heart rejoiced when he 
heard of this new trait. It was a hopeful 
sign for him, if they ever came together, that 
his work in the parish would not be wholly 
uncongenial to her. 

William was working harder than ever- 
His year was nearly over; and as soon as he 
had taken priest's orders, he had the promise 
of the next college living that should fall in. 
Lord Alderney, his father's old client and 
Dr. Sharpe's former ward, was likely to come 
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into power ; indeed, he was already a promi- 
nent and popular public character. He had 
repeatedly shown his kind feeling towards 
William, and had evinced great interest in his 
college career. " Only work well, only make 
yourself known," Dr. Sharpe used to say, 
" and there's no knowing but you'll be arch- 
bishop before you die, my boy. Alderney 
has the will, and some day hell have the 
power to push merit up in the world." 



CHAPTER IX. 

CHRISTMAS DAY IN THE SUN. 

N October, when the first cool 
weather began, Ellen decided to 
go home, provided Eddy paid her 
sufficient money. Eddy had paid her suffi- 
cient The widow had lost her case, and 
Eddy was a free man again. He had again 
invited his sister to return to him ; indeed, it 
was to induce her to do so that he had been 
so generous as to pay a moiety of his debt to 
her. But though the means to travel were at 
her disposal, Ellen still delayed starting, even 
when October gave place to November, arid 
the house could be safely opened all day to 
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admit the blessed light and soft wind. For 
nearly nine months hads he been at Haziri- 
tiaro, performing willingly and ably a teacher's 
part ; she, in her fresh youth and beauty and 
independent means, content to stay in that 
solitary place, where many things offended 
her refined tastes. ".Was she mad ?" Edward 
asked her. " Surely, she had not got hold of 
any civil underling ?" To which she retorted,, 
half in fun, and half in scorn, that lovers were 
not necessary to her, and that she had seen 
no bachelor, black, white, or copper-coloured, 
for months ; and yet, astonishing as it seemed, 
she was not at all anxious to move. 

The fact was not very hard of comprehen- 
sion. Should she goto England, she, must 
make her home with the Millers at Warwick, 
and that was a cheerless prospect. Then, 
again, when she reached England, a meeting 
with William some time or other was inevi- 
table ; might he not think himself bound to 
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offer to marry Her, remembering how she had 
shown her heart to him when they parted ; 
and how could she accept him on such terms, 
or reject him without offence? At Haziritiaro 
she was safe from unwelcome suitors ; she 

* 

was rapidly recovering her health and her im- 
poverished means ; and, above all, she knew 
she was of the greatest use and assistance. 
She had grown very fond of the children; 
Jack had become a reformed character since 
he discovered the pleasures of knowledge, 
and Ethel continually declared life would be 
intolerable without her ; so her departure was 
indefinitely postponed, and day followed day 
In no weary monotony, till the turn that is 
said to come to all, let the way seem never so 
long, never so weary, came also to her. 

It was Christmas morning, and the Steeles 
were all in camp. Going the round of the 
district, as is the commissioner's wont during 
the cold season, holding their courts as they 

vol. in. 17 
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go, and arranging quarrels and punishing 
offences, as does the judge when he goes 
circuit 

Under canvas, on a Christmas morning, 
with brilliant sunshine over the wild unen- 
closed country, where was nothing living to 
be seen for miles, but a few half-starved cows, 
occasionally a herd of deer, and now and then 
a solemn adjutant stalking beside a solitary 
pool in quest of prey. 

Christmas morning, far from the reach of 
Christmas sights and sounds, with birds sing- 
ing instead of glad bells pealing, and flowers 
and leafy trees and soft summer breezes, in- 
stead of snow-laden winds and barren frozen 
ground. Christmas morning passed under 
an umbrella, on the shady side of the tent„ 
with children lying on the ground around 
her, and memories bitter, sweet, tender, and 
tearful thronging in her memory, as she strove 
to appear altogether interested in the present. 
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Ellen had been telling the little ones the 
sweet old story : had described to them the 
lonely land, where the shepherds watched all 
night to scare away the wild animals from the 
fold ; had pictured to the eager eyes so in- 
tently looking up to hers, the sudden bright- 
ening of the Eastern sky, the sudden sound 
breaking on the silent air, the glorious group 
that came forth from amidst the stars and 
poured forth that imperishable song whose 
jubilant announcement conquered death and 
sin and gave eternal life and happiness to 
all mankind, and then, when the glad angels 
faded, and the echoing sky darkened, how the 
gleaming stars shone out and pointed to where 
the sinless babe lay at Bethlehem. The story 
over, the hymn was sung, the children's shrill 
voices drowning tune and time, till Ethel 
came out and declared her ears literally ached 
with the noise. 

" Surely we shall get some letters to-day," 

17 — 2 
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she said, when she could hear herself speak. 
" James can't imagine why they are delayed ; 
he is afraid the dak wallah has met with an 
accident ; if he hasn't, I'll give the fellow a 
good horse-whipping myself; he's gone to 
sleep, no doubt. / know their tricks — once 
when we were in camp our letters were never 
punctual, so I set spies upon the men, and 
will you believe it, they used to sit down 
perpetually, and have a smoke. Well, James 
wouldn't punish them ; he said it was a long 
journey — the idea — so I caught my gentle- 
man when he arrived ten hours late one day, 
and I had him tied up by the waist, so that it 
shouldn't hurt him much, to the branch of a 
tree ; but James came by and released him 
before he'd been there long — so stupid of 
James, for of course it made the fellow fancy 
he'd been ill-treated; and he actually ran 
away, and never came back again ; however, 
it did some good, for the others took warn- 
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ing, and until now, we've never had any 
delay." 

At noon the post-bag arrived ; but it was 
brought by an official, so Mrs. Steele's warlike 
intentions could not be practised. A letter 
from the manager of the nearest receiving- 
house explained the cause of the detention. 

" The runner had fallen asleep in the mai- 
dan," the native wrote, " and a tiger carried 
him off and killed him, but by the providence 
of God your excellency's letters were not 
touched, and were found and brought to me." 

Mrs. Steele laughed as she sorted the maiL 

" There, you see/' she cried, " they them- 
selves think nothing of the loss of the man. 
Here, Ellen, here's a budget. Now run 
away and enjoy it — where the children can't 
plague you." 

And Ellen seeing William's writing, gladly 
availed herself of the. permission, and ran 
into her own tent 
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On every future Christmas morning her 
thoughts shall return to this : shall see again 
the yellow lining of her canvas home, the bam- 
boo pole, the grass peeping through the hole in 
the shabby carpet ; shall hear the scratching 
of the babul bush against the tent rope out- 
side ; the bubbling of her ayah's pipe ; the 
sound of the lizard climbing up out of her 
reach, and shall recall it as a dream in dream- 
land, during that existence when life seemed 
at a standstill and the future refused to be 
pictured — a dream from which she was sud- 
denly and unexpectedly aroused to ardent, 
hopeful happiness. 

As the midnight sky opened, and revealed, 
where all had been dark and obscure, a vision 
of unimagined brightness and beauty, and as 
seraphic voices pealed forth ecstatic words of 
hope and gladness, so now, as Ellen read her 
letter, her heart bloomed forth and ran over 
with flowers and visions of unfading beauty, 
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with songs of bliss unspeakable. And yet 
the music that awoke her to this new life was 
grave and solemn as became the strains of 
one who was uncertain whether his melody 
would be harmonious to her ears ; grave, 
but very tender, full of half tones and soft 
utterances. 

He told his story from beginning to end : 
his utter ignorance of his real feelings for her, 
till honour forbade him to reveal them ; his 
struggles with himself against his frequent 
temptations to gain her promise ; his disap- 
pointment and angry disbelief in her when he 
heard her name coupled with Major Smith- 
son's ; his intense relief when Captain Sharpe 
contradicted the report. He told, too, of, 
his friend Tom Lonely, and of the feelings 
that friendship had awakened in him. He 
told this part of his story very simply, in very- 
few words : he did not try to fix the day that 
first saw their birth ; nor did he speak of 
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himself as of a hardened sinner suddenly 
converted. 

"Watching him die in his prime — actu- 
ally content to die, made me reflect very 
deeply," he said, " and I was very glad to be 
able for once to reconcile conscience and con- 
venience, for in a worldly point of view taking 
orders was the best thing for me ; but I can 
conscientiously say worldly interest did not 
influence me." 

Nor did he say, " My eloquence, my learn- 
ing, my own arm wrought this victory ;" but 
merely — 

" I have been very fortunate. I had 
not been ordained a month, when a living,, 
worth twelve hundred a year fell in to the 
college, and Dr. Sharpe managed to get me 
the presentation, and this enables me to break 
the terrible silence that has so long separated 



us." 



He did not take her acceptance of him for 
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granted. He did not at once proceed to tell 
her to come back, but he added — 

* 

" Do me this favour. Telegraph at once the 
single word that is to decide our fate. The de- 
lay of a mail seems to my impatience more than 
I can bear ; and until I hear from you, it is im- 
possible for me to do any duty. I have borne 
trouble and sorrow not uncomplainingly, but 
at least with outward calmness ; but now, as 
the night fades, and brightness and hope seem 
dawning again for me, I am stupidly weak and 
impatient, and like a child on the eve of a holi- 
day, unable to rest, in anticipation of the 
delight possible on the morrow." 

It was noon when Ellen began her letter - r 
it was sunset when she laid it away. 

"My dear child !" Ethel cried, as the girl 
came out into the yellow evening, " what has 
happened ?" 

What does happen when hope, joy, and 
love come back hand in hand, to one wha 
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has apparently lost all the brightness of life ? 
What vivifies and beautifies like restored 
happiness ? Not bloom of Ninon, not Row- 
land's Odonto, not cream of roses, nor tint of 
Venus, can shade the eyes and colour the 
cheeks and glorify the brow. It is the wand 
of the all-powerful enchanter — the magic of 
the old spell, and the enchanter's name is 
Hope, and the spell is wrought by mutual 
love. 

Never Christmas-day seemed so holy as 
that day, never Christmas sun sank with such 
heavenly grandeur as that day's sun, never 
did purple landscape wear such pomp of 
colouring as that solitary landscape assumed 
that evening. There was music in the 
cricket's noisy chirping in the grass, music in 
the crow's harsh croak, music in the whirr of 
the leathern wings of the great flying fox, 
music in the weird voices of the beasts of the 
jungle, music in the faint wind that came on 
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with the darkness and swept round the tents 
in soft, sweet cadences, and Ellen stole out 
alone under the stars by-and-by, and with 
bent head and clasped hands added her 
thanks and praise to the everlasting psalm of 
adoring nature. 

On New Year's morning, William received 
liis answer. Could it be dther than Yes ? 



Fourteen years have elapsed since our 
Tieroine stood under the Indian sky, and 
thought of the happy future suddenly opened 
before her. Fourteen years since our hero 
became rector of the Cambridgeshire parish. 
Heroine and hero have been man and wife 
nearly all this time — have worked together 
in the parish, have joyed and sorrowed to- 
gether in their family. In private life there 
is no more popular couple in all the county. 
In public life, the Rev. William Sherwood 
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has made himself a name that places him in 
the foremost rank of practical scholars, and 
has gained himself a wide-spread reputation 
for earnest thought and faithful work. As a 
preacher, there is none more eloquent and 
truthful. The magic of his tongue has been 
likened to Paganini's violin, irresistibly sweet 
and persuasive, while soul-stirring and con- 
vincing. There is no such orator in the 
senate as he is in the pulpit. Men of no 
religion declare his sermons are intellectual 
treats, men of piety reverentially liken him to 
St. Paul, men of the world regret his oratory 
is narrowed to one subject,, while staunch 
Churchmen thank God he has consecrated 
his noble talents aright. 

His sound sense, his practical mind, hia 
energy, his generous toleration, his geniality, 
and his unswerving rectitude of purpose, will 
carry him forward safely to the front of his 
profession. The shoals and quicksands of 
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ambition are not in his path. He accepts his 
honours gladly and readily, but they surprise 
no one so much as they surprise him. At 
heart he is a boy still, impulsive, gay, and 
tender. The memory of his father is trea- 
sured by him with faithful love, and he attri- 
butes all his success and good fortune to the 
judicious training and good example of that 
good man, 

His favourite relaxation, when the day's 
work is done, is to gather his children round 
him, and talk to them of their grandfather ; 
and his favourite text is, " The memory of 
the just is blessed." 




FINIS. 

NE little scene, and my story is 
ended. 
William and Ellen were discuss- 
ing the news contained in a letter from 
Arthur. Sir Roper Smith was dead, and his 
large property was left, not to Amelia, but to 
a second family, of whose existence she and 
her husband had been totally ignorant ; and, 
after years of bondage, Arthur found himself 
dependent on his own exertions, and saddled 
with a wife whose expensive tastes and lack 
of congeniality made him dread the coming 
years. His last child died before Sir Roper, 
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and in middle life Arthur Sherwood found 
himself stranded and wrecked. 

" I have made my will," he wrote, sadly. 
" It is the only reparation in my power. I 
have, of course, provided for Amelia, as my 
wife; but your children are my heirs, and 
our father's business — which is now again a 
very good one — will, I hope, be carried on 
by the old name, in the person of one of your 
sons." 

When Ellen was about to leave her hus- 
band, he told her not to let him be disturbed 
on any pretence whatever, till sunset 

" My head is over-tired," he said. " I 
must keep quiet, or I shall break down in the 
lecture I have to deliver at Cambridge to- 
night." 

" Am I not to bring you the newspaper ?" 
she said. "Now Lord Alderney is prime 
minister, you surely are eager for his first 
speech ?" 
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" No, love," he said. " I've not had such 
a bad head since you worried me by- 
putting off a certain day — how many years 
ago ?" 

She laughed, and left the room, saying, 

" I am going to take the children to gather 
cowslips, and will awake you on my 
return." 

" The master is not to be disturbed," she 
said, as she left the house. 

On her return, she went to the library. 

" Have you slept ?" she asked, softly kiss- 
ing his forehead, and laying a little nosegay 
of wild flowers on his table. 

He looked up at her strangely. 

" Your head is so hot," she added. 
u Don't you feel better ?" 

" Speak more respectfully," he said, 
gravely, watching her anxious face. "You 
are addressing a right reverend. How do 
you like the sound — William Cambridge ?" 
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She laughed very nervously. 
" William, dear," she said, tenderly, " you 
frighten me. Let me send for Dr. Brown. 
You are feverish." 

" I'll tell you what I am," he cried. " I'm 
my lord bishop — Bishop of Cambridge." 

Ellen's face flushed painfully. She put 
her fair, soft hand on his head, and trem- 
blingly repeated her request that the doctor 
might be fetched. 

Then William doubled himself up in his. 
chair, and went off into a hearty, boyish burst 
of laughter. 

" My poor darling !" he cried, at last, poll- 
ing out a great, official letter. " This came 
in your absence, and its appearance so im- 
pressed John with its consequence, that he 
disobeyed orders, and came to me. See, I'm 
not delirious this time. Sharpe has worried 
Alderney into it, and you are actually Mrs* 
Bishop? 

VOL. III. , l8 
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Dr. Sharpe is not the only man in England 
who believes William Sherwood will die 
archbishop. 



THE END. 



SILLING, PRINTER, GUILDFORD, SURREY. 



I, Paternoster Square, London, 



A LIST OF 

C. KEGAN PAUL AND CO.'S 
PUBLICATIONS. 



ABBEY (Henry). 
Ballads of Good Deeds, 
and Other Verses. Fcap. 8vo. 
Cloth gilt, price $s. 

ABDULLA (Hakayit). 
Autobiography of a Malay 

Munshi. Translated by J. T. 
Thomson, F. R. G. S. With Photo- 
lithograph Page of Abdulla's MS. 
Post 8vo. Cloth, price 12s. 

ADAMS (A. L.), M.A., M.B., 
P.R.S., F.G.S. 

Field and Forest Rambles 
of a Naturalist in New Bruns- 
wick. With Notes and Observations 
on the Natural History of Eastern 
Canada. Illustrated. 8vo. Cloth, 
price 14s. 

ADAMS (F. O.), F.R.G.S. 
The History of Japan. From 
the Earliest Period to the Present 
Time. New _ Edition, revised. 2 

. volumes. With Maps and Plans. 
Demy 8vo. * Cloth, price 2u. each. 

ADAMS (W. D.). 
Lyrics of Love, from Shake- 
speare to Tennyson. Selected and 
arranged by. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth extra, 
gilt edges, price v. 6d. 

Also, a Cheap Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 
Cloth, price 2$. 6d. 

ADAMS (John), M.A. 
St. Malo's Quest, and 
other Poems. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 5*. 

ADON. 
Through Storm & Sunshine. 

Illustrated by M. E. Edwards, 
A. T. H. Paterson, and the Author. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7*. 6d. 

A. J. R. 
Told at Twilight; Stories 
in Verse, Songs, &c. Fcap. 8vo. 
Cloth, price 3*. 6d. 



At K. H. Dm 

A Scotch Communion Sun- 
day, to which are added Certain 
Discourses from a University City. 
By the Author of " The Recreations 
of & Country Parson." Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5s. 

ALBERT (Mary). 

Holland and her Heroes to 

the year 1585. An Adaptation from 
" Motley's Rise of the Dutch Re- 
public. Small crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price, 4 s. 6d. 
ALLEN (Rev. R.), M.A. 
Abraham ; his Life, Times, 

and Travels, 3,800 years ago. Se- 
cond Edition. With Map. Post 
8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

ALLEN (Grant), B.A. 
Physiological ./Esthetics. 

Crown 8vo. gs. 
AMOS (Prof. Sheldon). 
Science of Law. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5* . 
Volume X. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

ANDERSON (Rev. C), M.A. 
New Readings of Old 
Parables. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 
4s. 6d. 

Church Thought and 
Church Work. Edited by. Second 
Edition. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 
7*. 6d. 

Words and Works in a 

London Parish. Edited by. 
Second Edition. Demy 8vo. Cloth, 
price 6s. 

The Curate of Shyre. Se- 
cond Edition. 8vo. Cloth, price 
7*. 6d. 

ANDERSON (Col. R. P.). 
Victories and Defeats. An 

Attempt to explain the Causes which 
have led to them. An Officer's 
Manual. Demy8vo. Cloth, price 14*. 



4.73. 



A List of 



ANDERSON (R. C), C.B. 
Tables for Facilitating the 
Calculation of every Detail in 
connection with Earthen and 
Masonry Dams. Royal 8 vo. Cloth, 
price ,£2 2S. 

ANSON (Lieut. -Col. The Hon. 
A.), V.C., M.P. 

The Abolition of Purchase 
and the Army Regulation Bill of 
1871. Crown 8vo. Sewed, price is. 

Army Reserves and Militia 
Reforms. Crown 8vo. Sewed, 
price is. 

Story of the Supersessions. 

Crown 8vo. Sewed, price 6d. 
ARCHER (Thomas). 
About my Father's 
Business. Work amidst the Sick, 
the Sad, and the Sorrowing. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 5s. 

ARGYLE (Duke of). 
Speeches on the Second 
Reading of the Church Patron- 
age f Scotland) Bill in the House of 
Lords, June 2, 1874 ; and Earl of 
Camperdown's Amendment, June 9, 
1874, placing the Election of 
Ministers in the hands of Ratepayers. 
Crown 8vo. Sewed, price 1$. 

Army of the North German 
Confederation. 

A Brief Description of its Organi- 
zation, of the Different Branches 
of the Service and their rdle in War, 
of its Mode of Fighting, &c, &c. 
Translated from the Corrected Edi- 
tion, by permission of the Author, by 
Colonel Edward Newdigate. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price 5$. ~* 

ASHTON (J.). 
Rough Notes of a Visit to 
Belgium, Sedan, and Paris, in 
September, 1870-71. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 3$. 6a. 

AUBERTINQ. J). 
Camoens' Lusiads. Portu- 
guese Text, with Translation by. 
With Map and Portraits. 2 vols. 
Demy 8vo. Price 30$. 

Aunt Mary's Bran Pie. 

By the author of " St. Olave's." 
Illustrated. Cloth, price 3*. 6d. 

Aurora. 

A Volume of Verse. Fcap. 8vo. 
Cloth, price 5*. 



AYRTON (T. C.). 
A Scotch Wooing. 2 vols. 

Crown 8vo. Cloth. 

BAGEHOT (Walter). 
Some Articles on the De- 
preciation of Silver, and Topics 
connected with it. DemyJBvo. Price 
5*. 

Physics and Politics; or, 

Thoughts on the Application of the 
Principles of "Natural Selection" 
and <r Inheritance " to Political So- 
ciety. Third Edition. Crown 8va 
Cloth, price 4s. 

Volume II. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

The English Constitution. 

A New Edition, Revised and 
Corrected, with an Introductory 
Dissertation on Recent Changes and 
Events. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 
7*. 6d. 

Lombard Street. A 

Description of the Money Market 
Seventh Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 7*. 6d. 

BAGOT (Alan). 

Accidents in Mines : their 
Causes and Prevention. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 6*. 

BAIN (Alexander), LL.D. 
MindandBody: the Theories 
of their relation. Fifth Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth,price 4s. 

Volume IV. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

BALDWIN (Capt. J. H.), F.Z.S., 
Bengal Staff Corps. 

The Large and Small Game 
of Bengal and the North-West- 
ern Provinces of India. 4to. With 
numerous Illustrations. Second Edi- 
tion. Cloth, price 21*." 

BANKS (Mrs. G. L.). 

God's Providence House. 

New Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 3J. 6d. 

BARING (T. C), M.A., M.P. 
Pindar in English Rhyme. 

Being an Attempt to render the 
Epimkian Odes with the principal 
remaining Fragments of Pindar into 
English Rhymed Verse. Small 
Quarto. Cloth, price 73. 
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BARLEE (Ellen). 
Locked Out : a Tale of the 
Strike. With a Frontispiece. Royal 
x6mo. Goth, price is. 6d. 

BARTLEY (George C. TX Ma- 
nager of the National Penny 
Bank. 

Domestic Economy : Thrift 
in Every Day Life. Taught in 
Dialogues suitable for Children of 
all ages. Small crown 8vo. Cloth, 
limp, 2s. 

BAUR (Ferdinand), Dr. Ph., 
Professor in Maulbronn. 
A Philological Introduction 
to Greek and Latin for Students. 
Translated and adapted from the 
German of. By C. Kegan Paul, 
M.A. Oxon., and the Rev. E. D. 
Stone, M.A., late Fellow of King's 
College, Cambridge, and Assistant 
Master at Eton. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
v price 6s. 

BAYNES (Rev. Canon R. H.), 
M.A. 
At the Communion Time. 

A Manual for Holy Communion. 
With a preface by the Right Rev. 
the Lord Bishop of Deny and 
Raphoe. Cloth, price is. 6d. 

* # * Can also be had bound in 
French morocco, price 2s. 6d. ; Per- 
sian morocco, price $s. ; Calf, or 
Turkey morocco, price 3*. 6d. 

Home Songs for Quiet 

Hours. Fourth and cheaper Edi- 
tion. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 2s. 6d. 
This may also be had handsomely 
bound in morocco with gilt edges. 

BECKER (Bernard H.). 
The Scientific Societies of 
London. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price ss. 

BENNETT (Dr. W. C). 
Narrative Poems & Ballads. 

Fcap. 8vo. Sewed in Coloured Wrap- 
per, price is. 

Songs for Sailors. Dedicated 
by Special Request to H. R. H. the 
Duke of Edinburgh. With Steel 
Portrait and Illustrations. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 3*. 6d. 

An Edition in Illustrated Paper 
Covers, price. is. 

Songs of a Song Writer. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 



BENNIE (Rev. J. N.) f M.A. 

The Eternal Life. Sermons 
preached during the last twelve years. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

BERNARD (Bayle). 

Samuel Lover, the Life and 

Unpublished Works of. In 9 
vols. With a Steel Portrait. Post 
8vo. Cloth, price 21*. 

BERNSTEIN (Prof.). 
The Five Senses of Man. 

With 91 Illustrations. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 5*. 

Volume XXI. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

BETHAM - EDWARDS- (Miss 
M.). 

Kitty. With a Frontispiece. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6*. 

BISCOE (A. C). 
The Earls of Middleton, 

Lords of Clermont and of Fetter- 
cairn, and the Middleton Family. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth^, price 10*. 6d. 

BISSET (A.) 

History of the Struggle for 
Parliamentary Government in 
England.' 2 vols. Demy 8vo. 
Cloth, price 24*. 

BLANC (H.), M.D. 

Cholera : How to Avoid and 
Treat it. Popular and Practical 
Notes. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 
4s. 6d. 

BLASERNA (Prof. Pietro). 

The Theory of Sound in its 
Relation to Music. With numer- 
ous Illustrations. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 5*. 

Volume-XXII. ofThe Internationa] 
Scientific Series. 

Blue Roses ; or, Helen Mali- 

nofska's Marriage. By the Author 
of " Vera." 2 vols. Fifth Edition. 
Cloth, gilt tops, 12s. 

* # * Also a Cheaper Edition in x 
vol. With frontispiece. Crown 8yo- 
Cloth, price 6s. 



BLUME(MajorW.). 

The Operations of the 

Herman Annie* Id France, front 
Sedan to the end of the war of 1870- 
71. With Map. From the Journals 

of the Head-quarters Staff. Trans- 

,'5ano- 

. Cloth, price oi. 
[(Cnpt.A.WM.). 
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DON WICK (J.). F.R.G.8. 
The Tasmanian Lily. With 
Frontispiece. Crown Svo. doth. 

Mike Howe, the Bushranger 
of Van Diemen'n Land. With 

Pyramid Pacts and Fan- 
cier Crown Svo. Goth price 5». 
BOSWEL1. (R. B.), M.A., Oxon. 
Metrical Translations from 

the Creek and Latin Poeta, and 
other Poems. Crown Svo. Cloth, 

Head 



BOWEN (H. C), M./ 



Miiloe Class Suhwl at Hackney. 
Studies in English, for the 

use of Modem Schools. Small Crown 
Svo. Cloth, price 11. 6rf. 
BOWRING (L.), C.S.I. 

Eastern Experiences, 

Illustrated with Maps and Diagrams. 
Deray Svo. Cloth, price i6t. 

Autobiographical Recollections. 
With Memoir by Lewin B. Bowling. 
Demy Svo. Price 141. 
BRADLEY (P. H.t. 
Ethical Studies. Critical 

Essnvs in Moral Philosophy. Lane 
post Svo. Cloth, pricf or. 

Mr. Sidgwick's Hedoniam : 

an Examination of the Main Argu- 
ment of "The Methods of Ethics." 
Demy Svo., sewed, price at. 6d. 



Brave Men's Footsteps. 

By the Editor of " Men who ban 
Risen." A Book of Example and 
Anecdote for Young Peon[t_With 



B RIAL MONT (Cr>1. A.). 
Hasty I n trench in ents. 

Translated by Lieut. Charles A. 
Empson. R.A. With Nine Hates. 
Demy Svo. Cloth, price 6s. 

BROOKE (Rev. J. M. S.L H. A. 

Heart, be Still. A Sermon 
preached in Holy Trinity Church, 
Southall. Imperial jamo. Sewed, 

BROOKE (Rev. S. A 1 " * 
Chaplain in Ordinary to 
the Queen, and Ministe 
Chapel, Bloomsbury. 

The Late Rev. P. W. Ro- 



JS3S3 



l.M.A 



Life ( 



of. Edited by. 

a vols. With Steel Portrait. Price 

II. Library Edition. Svo. With 
Two Steel Portraits. Price tai. 
III. A Popular Edition, in 1 voL 

Theology in the English 

Poet.. - CoWPER, CoLHRlDGII, 

Wordsworth, and Burns. Third 
Edition. Post Svo. Cloth, price of. 

Christ in Modern Life. 

nth Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, 



•j. 6d. 



■ First Series. Ninth 



The F(ght Of Faith. Ser- 
mons preached on various occasions. 
Third Edition. Crown 8V0. aoth, 

Frederick Denis on Maurice: 

The Life and Work of. A Memorial 
Sermon. Crown Sro. Sewed, price u. 
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BROOKE (W. Q.), M. A. 
The Public Worship 
Regulation Act. With a Classified 
Statement of its Provisions, Notes, 
and Index. Third Edition, revised 
and corrected. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 3*. 6d. 

Six Privy Council Judg- 
ments — 1850-1873. Annotated by. 
Third Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price of. 

BROUN (J. A.). 

Magnetic Observations at 

Trevandrum and Augustia 
M alley. Vol. I. 4to. Cloth, 
price 63*. 

The Report from above, separately 
sewed, price 21s. 

BROWN (Rev. J. Baldwin), B.A. 
The Higher Life. ItsReality, 
Experience, and Destiny. Fourth 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 
•js. 6d. 

Doctrine of Annihilation 
in the Light of the Gospel 
of Love. Five Discourses. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 
2s. 6d. 
BROWN (J. Croumbie), LL.D. 
Reboisement in France; or, 

Records of the Replanting of the 
Alps, the Cevennes, and the Pyre- 
nees with Trees, Herbage, and Bush. 
Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 12;. 6d. 

The Hydrology of Southern 

Africa. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 
10s. 6d. 

BROWNE (Rev. M. E.) 
Until the Day Dawn. Four 
Advent Lectures. Crown 8 vo. Cloth, 
price 2s. 6d. 

BRYANT (W. C.) 
Poems. Red-line Edition. 

With 24 Illustrations and Portrait of 
the Author. Crown 8vo. Cloth extra, 
price js. 6d. 

A Cheaper Edition, with Frontis- 
piece. Small crown 8vo. Cloth, price 
3 s. td. 

BUCHANAN (Robert). 
Poetical Works. Collected 

Edition, in 3 vols., with Portrait. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6*. each. 

Master-Spirits. Post 8vo. 
Cloth, price 10s . 6d. 



BULKELEY (Rev. H. J.). 
Walled in, and other Poems. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

BUNNETT (F. E.). 
Linked at Last. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 10s. 6d. 

BURTON (Mrs. Richard). 
The Inner Life of Syria, 
Palestine, and the Holy Land. 
With Maps, Photographs, and 
Coloured Plates. 2 vols. Second 
Edition. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 
24J. 

CADELL(Mrs. H. M.). 
Ida Craven : A Novel. 2 

vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth. 

CALDERON. 
Calderon's Dramas : The 

Wonder- Working Magician — Life is 
a Dream — The Purgatory of St. 
Patrick. Translated by . Denis 
Florence ^ MacCarthy. Post 8va 
Cloth, price 10s. 

CARLISLE (A. D.), B. A. 
Round the World in 1870. 

A Volume of Travels, with Maps. 
New and Cheaper Edition. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

CARNE (Miss E. T.). 
The Realm of Truth. Crown 

8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 6d. 

CARPENTER (E.). 
Narcissus and other 
Poems. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 
SS. 

CARPENTER (W. B.), LL.D., 
M.D., F.R.S., &c. 

The Principles of Mental 

Physiology. With their Applica- 
tions to the Training and Discipline 
of the Mind, and the Study of its 
Morbid Conditions. Illustrated. 
Fourth Edition. 8vo. Cloth, price 
12s. 

CARR (Lisle). 
Judith G wynne. 3 vols. 

Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth. 

CAVALRY OFFICER. 
Notes on Cavalry Tactics, 
Organization, &c. With Dia- 
grams. Demy8vo, Cloth, price i». 
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CHAPMAN (Hon. Mrs. E. W.). 

A Constant Heart. A Story. 
a vols. Cloth, gilt tops, price m. 

Children's Toys, and some 

Elementary Lessons in General 
Knowledge which they teach. Illus- 
trated. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

CHRISTOPHERSON (The late 
Rev. Henry), M.A. 

Sermons. With an Intro- 
duction by John Rae, LL.D., F.S.A. 
First Series. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 7s. 6d. 

Sermons. With an Intro- 
duction by John Rae, LL.D., F.S.A. 
Second Series. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 6>. 

CLAYTON (Cecil). 

Effie's Game; How She 
Lost and How She Won. A 
NoveL 2 vols. Cloth. 

CLERK (Mrs. Godfrey). 

'IUm en, Nas. Historical 
Tales and Anecdotes of the Times 
of the Early Khalifahs. Translated 
from the Arabic Originals. Illus- 
trated with Historical and Explana- 
tory Notes. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 
7*. 

CLERY (C), Capt. 
Minor Tactics. With 26 

Maps and Plans. Third and revised 
Edition. Demy8vo. Cloth, price 16s. 

CLODD (Edward), F.R.A.S. 

The Childhood of the 
World r a Simple Account of Man 
in Early Times. Third Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 3*. 

A Special Edition for Schools. 
Price ix. 

The Childhood of Reli- 
gions. Including a Simple Account 
of the Birth and Growth of Myths 
and Legends. Third Thousand. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

A Special Edition for Schools. 
Price 1*. 6d. 



COLERIDGE (Sara). 
Pretty Lessons in Verse 

for Good Children, with some 
Lessons in Latin, in Easy Rhyme. 
A New Edition. Illustrated. reap. 
8vo. Cloth, price jt. ttd, » 

Phantasmion. A Fairy Tale. 

With an Introductory Preface by the 
Right Hon. Lord Coleridge, of 
Otter* St. Mary. A New Edition. 
Illustrated. Crown 8vc Cloth, 
price 7s. 6d. 

Memoir and Letters of Sara 

Coleridge. Edited by her Daughter. 
With Index, a vols. With Two 
Portraits. Third Edition, Revised 
and Corrected. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 24s. 

Cheap Edition. With one Portrait. 
Cloth, price 7s. 6d, 

COLLIN8 (Mortimer). 
The Princess Clarice. A 

Story of 1871. a vols. Cloth. 

Squire Silchester's Whim. 
3 vols. Cloth. 

Miranda. A Midsummer 
Madness. 3 vols. Cloth. 

Inn of Strange Meetings, 
and other Poems. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 5*. 

The Secret of Long Life. 

Dedicated by special permission to 
Lord St Leonards. Fourth Edition. 
Large crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

COLLINS (Rev. R.), M.A. 
Missionary Enterprise in 

the East. With special reference 
to the Syrian Christians of Malabar, 
and the results of modern Missions. 
With Four Illustrations. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

CONQREVE (Richard), M.A., 
M.R.C.P.L. 

Human Catholicism. Two 

Sermons delivered at the Positivist 
School on the Festival of Humanity, 
87 and 88, January 1, 1875 and 1876. 
Demy 8vo. Sewed, price xs. 

CONYERS (Ansley). 

Chesterleigh. 3 vols. Crown 
8vo. Cloth. 
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COOKE (M. C). M.A., LL.D. 

Fungi; their Nature, Influ- 
ences, Uses, &c. Edited by the Rev. 
M. J. Berkeley, M.A., F.L.S. 
* With Illustrations. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price $s. 

Volume XIV. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

COOKE (Prof. J. P.), of the Har- 
vard University. 

The New Chemistry. With 

31 Illustrations. Third Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price $s. 

Volume IX. of The International 
Scientific Series. 



Scientific Culture. 
8vo. Cloth, price is. 



Crown 



COOPER (T. T.), F.R.G.S. 

The Mishmee Hills: an 
Account of a Journey made in an 
Attempt to Penetrate Thibet from 
Assam, to open New Routes for 
Commerce. Second Edition. With 
Four Illustrations and Map. Post 
8vo. Cloth, price 10s. 6d. 

Cornhill Library of Fiction 
(The). Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 
3*. 6d. per volume. 

Half-a- Dozen Daughters. By 
J. Masterman. 

The House of Raby. By Mrs. G. 
Hooper. 

A Fight for Life. By Moy 
Thomas. 

Robin Gray. By Charles Gibbon. 
One of Two ; or, The Left- 
Handed Bride. By J. Hain Fris- 
well. 

God's Providence House. By 
Mrs. G. L. Banks. 
For Lack of Gold. By Charles 
Gibbon. 

Abel Drake's Wife. By John 
Saunders. 
Hirell. By John Saunders. 

CORY (Lieut. Col. Arthur). 

The Eastern Menace; or, 
Shadows of Coming Events. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5$. 

lone. A Poem in Four Parts. 
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 



Cosmos. 

A Poem. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 

COTTON (R. T.). 

Mr. Carington. A Tale of 
Love and Conspiracy. 3 vols. Crown 
8vo. Cloth. 

COX (Rev. Samuel). 
Salvator Mundi ; or, Is 

Christ the Saviour of all Men ? Third 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

CRESSWELL (Mrs. G.). 

The King's Banner. Drama 
in Four Acts. Five Illustrations. 
4to. Cloth, price xos. 6d. 

CROMPTON (Henry). 
Industrial Conciliation. 

Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 2s. 6d. 

CUMMINS (H. I.), M. A. 

Parochial Charities of the 
City of London. Sewed, price is. 

CURWEN (Henry). 
Sorrow and Song: Studies 

of Literary Struggle. Henry Miirger 
— Novalis — Alexander Petofi — Hon- 
ore* de Balzac — Edgar Allan Poe 
— Andre* Chenier. 2 vols. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price i.si. 

DANCE (Rev. C. D.). 

Recollections of Four Years 
in Venezuela. With Three Illus- 
trations and a Map. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 7J. 6d. 

D'ANVERS(N. R.). 
The Suez Canal : Letters 

and Documents descriptive of its 
Rise and Progress in 1854-56. By 
Ferdinand de Lesseps. Translated 
by. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price ioj. 6d. 

Little Minnie's Troubles. 

An E very-day Chronicle. With Four 
Illustrations by W. H. Hughes. 
Fcap. Cloth, price 3*. 6d 

Pixie's Adventures ; or, the 
Tale of a Terrier. With ai Illustra- 
tions. i6mo. Cloth, price 4s. 6d. 
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DAVIDSON (Rev. Samuel), D.D., 
LL.D. 

The NewTestament,trans- 
lated from the Latest Greek 
Text of Teschendorf. A. new and 
thoroughly revised Edition. Post 
8vo. Cloth, price 10*. 6d. 

Canon of the Bible : Its 

Formation, History, and Fluctua- 
tions. Second Edition. Small crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

DAVIBS (G. Christopher). 
Mountain, Meadow, and 

Mere : a Series of Outdoor Sketches 
of Sport, Scenery, Adventures, and 
Natural History. With Sixteen Il- 
lustrations by Bosworth W. Har- 
courL Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

Rambles and Adventures 
of Our School Field Club. With 
Four Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 5*. 

DAVIE8(Rev. J. L.), M.A. 
Theology and . Morality. 

Essays on Questions of Belief and 
Practice. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 
7*. 6d. 

DAWSON (George), M.A. 
Prayers, with a Discourse 

on Prayer. Edited by his Wife. 
Fourth Edition, Crown 8vo. Price 6*. 

Sermons on Disputed 
Points and Special Occasions. 

Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 6s. 

DE L'HOSTE (Col. E. P.). 
The Desert Pastor, Jean 

Jarousseau. Translated from the 
French of Eugene Pelletan. With a 
Frontispiece. New Edition. Fcap. 
8vo. Cloth, price 3*. 6d. 

DE REDCLIFFE (Viscount 
Stratford), P.C., K.G., G.C.B. 

Why am I a Christian? 
Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 3*. 



DE TOCQUEVILLE (A.). 

Correspondence and Con- 
versations of, with Nassau Wil- 
liam Senior, from 1834 to 1859. 
Edited by M. C. M. Simpson. * 
vols. Post 8vo. Cloth, price aw. 

DE VERE (Aubrey). 
Alexander the Great. A 

Dramatic Poem. Small crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 5*. 

The Infant Bridal, and 
Other Poems. A New and En- 
larged Edition. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth 
price "js. 6d. 

The Legends of St. Patrick, 
and Other Poems. Small crown 
8vo Cloth, price 5*. 

St. Thomas of Canterbury. 

A Dramatic Poem. Large fcap. 8va 
Cloth, price $s. 

Antar and Zara : an Eastern 
Romance. Inisfail, and other 
Poems, Meditative and Lyrical. 
Fcap. 8vo. Price 6s. 

The Fall of Rora, the 
Search after Proserpine, and 
other Poems, Meditative and Lyrical. 
Fcap. 8vo. Price 6*. 

DE WILLE (E.). 

Under a Cloud ; or, Johan- 
nes Olaf. A Novel. Translated by 
F. E. Bunnett 3 vols. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth. 

DENNIS (J.). 
English Sonnets. Collected 

and Arranged. Elegantly bound. 
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 3*. 6d. 

DOBSON (Austin). 

Vignettes in Rhyme and 
Vers de Socie*te*. Third Edition. 
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

Proverbs in Porcelain. By 
the Author of" Vignettes in Rhyme " 
Crown 8vo. 6*. 
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DOWDEN (Edward), LL.D. 

Shakspere : a Critical Study 
of his Mind and Art. Third Edition. 
Post 8vo. Goth, price 12s. 

Poems. Second Edition. 

Fcap. 8vo. Qoth, price 5*. 

Studies in Literature, 1789- 
1877. Demy 8vo. Cloth. 

DOWNTON (Rev. H.), M.A. 

Hymns and Verses. Ori- 
ginal and Translated. Small crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 3*. 6d. 

DRAPER (J. W.), M.D., LL.D., 
Professor in the University of New 
York. 

History of the Conflict be- 
tween Religion and Science. 
Ninth Edition. Crown 8vo. Qoth, 
price 5*. 

Volume XIII. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

DREW (Rev. O. S.), M.A. 

Scripture Lands in con- 
nection with their History. 
Second Edition. 8vo. Cloth, price 
jos. 6d. 

Nazareth: Its Life and 
Lessons. Third Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

The Divine Kingdom on 
Earth as it is in Heaven. 8vo. 
Qoth, price 10s. 6d. 

The Son of Man : His Life 
and Ministry. Crown 8vo. Qoth, 
price 7s. 6d. 

DREWRY(G. O.), M.D. 

The Common-Sense 
Management of the Stomach. 
Third Edition. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 
price 2s. 6d. 

DREWRY (G. O.), M.D., and 
BARTLETT (H. C), Ph.D., 
F.C.S. 

Cup and Platter : or, Notes 

on Food and its Effects. Small 8vo. 
Qoth, price 2s. 6d. 

DRUMMOND (Miss). 

Tripps Buildings. A Study 
from Life, with Frontispiece. Small 
crown 8vo. Cloth, price 3s. 6d. 



DURAND(LadyX 

Imitations from the Ger- 
man of Spitta and Terstegen. 
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 4*. 

DU VERNOIS (Col. von VerdyX 
Studies in leading Troops. 

An authorized and accurate Trans- 
lation by Lieutenant H. J. T. 
Hildyard, 71st Foot. Parts I. and 
II. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 7*. 

EDEN (Frederick). 

The Nile without a 
Dragoman. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7s. 6d. 

EDMONDS (Herbert). 

Well Spent Lives : a Series 
of Modern Biography. Crown 8vo. 
Price 5J. 

EDWARDS (Rev. Basil). 

Minor Chords; Or, Songs 
for the Suffering: a Volume of 
Verse. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 
3J. 6d. ; paper, price 2s. 6d. 

EILOART (Mrs.). 
Lady Moretoun's Daughter. 

3 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth* 
ELLIOT (Lady Charlotte). 
Medusa and other Poems. 

Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

ELLIOTT (Ebenezer), The Corn 
Law Rhymer. 

Poems. Edited by his son, 
the Rev. Edwin Elliott, of St. John's, 
Antigua. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price x&r. 

ELSDALE (Henry). 
Studies in Tennyson's 

Idylls. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

ENGLISH CLERGYMAN. 

An Essay on the Rule of 
Faith and Creed of Athanasias. 
Shall the Rubric preceding the 
Creed be removed from the Prayer- 
book? Sewed. 8vo. Price is. 

Epic of ]Hades (The). 

By a New Writer. Author of 
" Songs of Two Worlds." Fourthand 
finally revised Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 
Cloth, price 7*. 6d. 
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GOODMAN (W.> 

Cuba, the Pearl of the 

Antilles. Crown 8vo. Goth, price 
•js. 6d. 

GOULD (Rev. S. Baring), M.A. 
The Vicar of Morwenstow: 

a Memoir of the Rev. R. S. Hawker. 
With Portrait. Third Edition, re- 
vised. Square post 8 vo. Cloth, 10*. 6d. 

GRANVILLE (A. B.), M.D., 
F.R.S.,&c. 

Autobiography of A. B. 
Granville, F. R.S., etc. Edited, 
with a brief account of the concluding 
years of his life, by his youngest 
Daughter, Paulina B. Granville, a 
vols. With a Portrait. Second Edi- 
tion. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 32*. 

GRAY (Mrs. Russell). 

Lisette's Venture. A Novel. 

2 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth. 

GREY (John), of Dilston. 
• John Grey (of Dilston) : 

Memoirs. By Josephine E. Butler. 
New and Revised Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price y. 6d. 

GRIFFITH (Rev. T.), A.M. 

Studies of the Divine Mas- 
ter. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price x&r. 

GRIFFITHS (Capt. Arthur). 

Memorials of Millbank, and 
Chapters in Prison History. 
With Illustrations by R. Goff and 
the Author. 2 vols. Post8vo. Cloth, 
price 21*. 

The Queen's Shilling. A 
Novel. 2 vols. Cloth. 

GRIMLEY (Rev. H. N.), M.A., 
Professor of Mathematics in the 
University College of Wales. 

Tremadoc Sermons, chiefly 
on the Spiritual Body, the Unseen 
World, and the Divine Humanity. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 6s. 



GRUNER(M. L). 

Studies of Blast Furnace 

Phenomena. Translated by L. D. 
B. Gordon, F.R.S.E., F.G.S. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price 7*. 6d. 

GURNEY(Rev. Archer). 
Words of Faith and Cheer. 

A Mission of Instruction and Sugges- 
tion. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price Tor. 

First Principles in Church 
and State. Demy 8vo. Sewed, 
price is. 6d. 

HAECKEL (Prof. Ernst). 
The History of Creation. 

Translation revised by Professor E. 
Ray Lankester, M.A., F.R.S. With 
Coloured Plates and Genealogical 
Trees of the various groups of both 
plants and animals. 2 vols. Second 
Edition. Post 8vo. Cloth, price 32X. 

The History of the Evolu- 
tion of Man. With numerous Il- 
lustrations. 2 vols. Post 8vo. 

HARCOURT (Capt. A. F. P.). 
The Shakespeare Argosy. 

Containing much of the wealth of 
Shakespeare's Wisdom and Wit, 
alphabetically arranged and classi- 
fied. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6*. 

HARDY (Thomas). 

A Pair of Blue Eyes. New 

Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

HARRISON (Lieut. -Col. R.). 

The Officer's Memoran- 
dum Book for Peace and War. 
Oblong 32010. roan, elastic band and 
pencil, price zs. 6d. ; russia, 5*. 

HAWEIS (Rev. H. R.), M.A. 

Current Coin. Materialism — 
The Devil — Crime — Drunkenness — 
Pauperism-»Emotion — Recreation — 
The Sabbath. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 6s. 

Speech in Season. Third 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 
gs. 
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FRISWELL (J. Hain). 

The Better Self. Essays for 
Home Life. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price dr. 

One of Two ; or, The Left- 
Handed Bride. With a Frontis- 
piece. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 
3*. 6d. 

FYTCHE (Lieut.-Gen. Albert), 
C.S.I., late Chief Commissioner of 
British Burma. 

Burma Past and Present, 

with Personal Reminiscences of the 
Country. With Steel Portraits, Chro- 
molithographs, Engravings on Wood, 
and Map. 2 vols. Demy8vo. Cloth, 
price 30* . 

GAMBIER(Capt. J. W.), R.N. 

Servia. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 5*. 

GARDNER (H.). 

Sunflowers. A Book of 
Verses. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

GARDNER (J.), M.D. 

Longevity : The Means of 
Prolonging Life after Middle 

X Fourth Edition, revised and 
ed. Small crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 4s. 

GARRETT (E.). 

By Still Waters. A Story 
for Quiet Hours. With Seven Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

GIBBON (Charles). 

For Lack of Gold. With a 

Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. Illustrated 
Boards, price us. 

Robin Gray. With a Fron- 
tispiece. Crown 8vo. Illustrated 
boards, price us. 

GILBERT (Mrs.). 

Autobiography and other 
Memorials. Edited by Josiah 
Gilbert. Third Edition. With Por- 
trait and several Wood Engravings. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7*. td. 



GILL (Rev. W. W.), «.A. 
Myths and Songs from the 

South Pacific. With a Preface by 
F. Max MQller, M.A., Professor of 
Comparative Philology at Oxford. 
Post 8vo. Cloth, price gs. 

GODKIN (James). 
The Religious History of 

Ireland: Primitive, Papal, and 
Protestant. Including the Evange- 
lical Missions, Catholic Agitations, 
and Church Progress of the last half 
Century. 8vo. Cloth, price 12s. 

GOETZE (Capt A. von). 

Operations of the German 
Engineers during the War of 
1870-1871. Published by Authority, 
and in accordance with Official Docu- 
ments. Translated from the German 
by Colonel G. Graham, V.C., C.B., 
R.E. With 6 large Maps. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price 21s. 

GODWIN (William). 

William Godwin: His 
Friends and Contemporaries. 
With Portraits and Facsimiles of the 
handwriting of Godwin and his Wife. 
By C. Kegan Paul. 2 vols. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price 28*. 

The Genius of Christianity 

Unveiled. Being Essays never 
before published. Edited, with a 
Preface, by C. Kegan Paul. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 7*. 6d. 

GOLDIE (Lieut. M. H. G.) 

Hebe : a Tale. Fcap. 8vo. 
Cloth, price 5*. 

GOODENOUGH (Commodore J. 
G.), R.N.,C.B.,C.M.G, 

Memoir of, with Extracts from 
his Letters and Journals. Edited by 
his Widow. With Steel Engraved 
Portrait. Square 8vo. Cloth, $s. 

\* Also a Library Edition with 
Maps, Woodcuts, • and Steel En- 
graved Portrait. Square post 8vo. 
Cloth, price 1 4 j. 
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HOLMES (E. G. A.). 
Poems. Fcap. &vo. Cloth, 

price 5*. 

HOLROYD (Major W. R. M.). 
Tas-hil ul Kalam ; or, 
Hindustani made Easy. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 5*. 

HOOPER (Mary). 
Little Dinners 1 How to 
Serve them with Elegance and 
Economy. Thirteenth Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

Cookery for Invalids, Per- 
sons of Delicate Digestion, and 
Children. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 
3*. 6d. 

Every -Day Meals. Being 

Economical and Wholesome Recipes 
for Breakfast, Luncheon, and Sup- 
per. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5; . 

HOOPER (Mrs. Q.). 
The House of Raby. With 

a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 3J. 6d. 

HOPKINS (Ellice). 
Life and Letters of James 

Hinton, with an Introduction by Sir 
W. W. Gull, Bart., and Portrait en- 
graved on Steel by C. H. Jeens. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price Ss. 6a. 

HOPKINS (M.). 
The Port of Refuge; or, 

Counsel and Aid to Shipmasters in 
Difficulty, Doubt, or Distress. Crown 
8vo. Second and Revised Edition. 
Cloth, price 6s. 

HORNE (William), M.A. 

Reason and Revelation : 

an Examination into the Nature and 
Contents of Scripture Revelation, as 
compared with other Forms of Truth. 
Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 12s. 

HORNER (The Misses). 

Walks in Florence. A New 

and thoroughly Revised Edition, a 
vols, crown 8vo. Cloth limp. With 
Illustrations. 

Vol. I. — Churches, Streets, and 
Palaces. 10s. 6d. Vol. II.— Public 
Galleries and Museums. 5*. 

HOWARD (Mary M.). 

Beatrice Aylmer, and other 
Tales. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6*. 



HOWARD (Rev. G. B.). 
An Old Legend of St. 

Paul's. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 
4s. 6d. 

HOWELL (James). 

A Tale of the Sea, Son- 
nets, and other Poems. Fcap. 
8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

HUGHES (Allison). 
Penelope and other Poems. 

Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 4*. td. 

HULL (Edmund C. P.). 

The European in India. 
With a Medical Guide for Anglo* 
Indians. By R. R. S. Mair, M.D.. 
F.R.C.S.E. Second Edition, Revised 
and Corrected. Post 8vo. Cloth, 
price 6s. 

HUMPHREY (Rev. W.). 

Mr. Fitzjames Stephen and 
Cardinal Bellarmine. Demy 8vo. 
Sewed, price is. 

HUTTON (James). 

Missionary Life in the 
Southern Seas. With Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7*. 6d. 

IGNOTUS. 

Culmshire Folk. A Novel. 
New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

INCHBOLD Q. W.). 

Annus Amoris. Sonnets. 
. Foolscap 8vo. Cloth, price 4*. 6d. 

INGELOW (Jean). 
The Little Wonder-horn. 

A Second Series of " Stories Told to 
a Child." With Fifteen Illustrations. 
Small 8vo. Cloth, price zr. 6d. 

Off the Skelligs. (Her First 
Romance.) 4 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth. 

Indian Bishoprics. By an 
Indian Churchman. Demy 8vo. 6d. 

International Scientific 
Series (The). 

I. The Forms of Water in 
Clouds and Rivers, Ice and 
Glaciers. By T. Tyndall, LL.D., 
F. R. S. With 25 Illustrations. Seventh 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 
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International Scientific 
Series (The) — continued. 

II. Physics and Politics ; or, 

Thoughts on the Application of the 
Principles of " Natural Selection" 
and " Inheritance " to Political So- 
ciety. By Walter Bagehot Fourth 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 4s. 

III. Foods. By Edward Smith, 
M.D., LL.B., F.R.S. With nu- 
merous Illustrations. Fifth Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

IV. Mind and Body : The Theo- 
ries of their Relation. By Alexander 
Bain, LL.D. With Four Illustra- 
tions. Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 4$. 

V. The Study of Sociology. 
By Herbert Spencer. Sixth Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

VI. On the Conservation of 
Energy. By Balfour Stewart, M.A., 
LL.D., F.R.S. Withi4 Illustrations. 
Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 5*. 

VII. Animal Locomotion ; or. 
Walking, Swimming, and Flying. 
By J. B. Pettierew, M.D., F.R.S., 
etc. With 130 Illustrations. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

VIII. Responsibility in Mental 
Disease. By Henry Maudsley, 
M.D. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 5$. 

IX. The New Chemistry. By 
Professor J. P. Cooke, of the Har- 
vard University. With 31 Illustra- 
tions. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price s*. 

X. The Science of Law. By 
Professor Sheldon Amos. Third 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

XI. Animal Mechanism. A 
Treatise on Terrestrial and Aerial 
Locomotion. ^ By Professor E. J. 
Marey. With 117 Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 5*. 

XII. The Doctrine of Descent 
and Darwinism. By Professor Os- 
car Schmidt (Strasburg University). 
With 26 Illustrations. Third Edi- 
tion. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 



International Scientific 
Series (The) — continued. 

XIII. The History of the Con- 
flict between Religion and Sci- 
ence. By J. W. Draper, M.D., 
LL.D. Eleventh Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

XIV. Fungi; their Nature, In- 
fluences, Uses, &c. By M. C. 
Cooke, M.A., LL.D. Edited by 
tiie Rev. M. J. Berkeley, M.A., 
F. L. S. With numerous Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 5X. 

XV. The Chemical Effects of 
Light and Photography. By Dr. 
Hermann Vogel (Polytechnic Aca- 
demy of Berlin). With 100 Illustra- 
tions. Third and Revised Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

XVI. The Life and Growth of 
Language. By William Dwight 
Whitney, Professor of Sanskrit and 
Comparative Philology in Yale Col- 
lege, New Haven. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 

XVII. Money and the Mecha- 
nism of Exchange. By W. Stan- 
ley Jevons, M.A., F.R.S. Third 
Edition. Crown 8 vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

XVIII. The Nature of Light: 
With a General Account of Physical 
Optics. By Dr. Eugene Loxnmel, 
Professor of Physics in the Univer- 
sity of Erlangen. With 188 Illustra- 
tions and a table of Spectra in Chfo- 
mo-lithography. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

XIX. Animal Parasites and 
Messmates. By Monsieur Van 
Beneden, Professor of the University 
of Louvain, Correspondent of the 
Institute of France. With 83 Illus- 
trations. Second Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

XX. Fermentation. By Professor 
Schutzenberger, Director of the 
Chemical Laboratory at the 9or- 
bonne. With 28 Illustrations. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

XXI. The Five Senses of Man. 
By Professor Bernstein, of the Uni- 
versity of Halle. With 91 Illustra- 
tions. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 5*. 
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International Scientific 
Series (The)— -continued. 

XXII. The Theory of Sound in 
its Relation to Music. By Pro- 
fessor Pietro Blaserna, of the Royal 

v University of Rome. With numerous 
v Illustrations. Second Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

XXIII. Studies in Spectrum 
Analysis. By J. Norman Lockyer. 
F.R.S. With six photographic Il- 
lustrations of Spectra, and numerous 
engravings on wood. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 6s. 6d. 

Forthcoming Volumes. 

Prof. W. Kingdon Clifford, M.A. 
The First Principles of the Exact 
Sciences explained to the Non-ma- 
thematical. 

W. B. Carpenter, LL.D., F.R.S. 
The Physical Geography of the Sea. 

Sir John Lubbock, Bart, F.R.S. 
On Ants and Bees. 

Prof. W. T. Thiselton Dyer, B.A., 
B. Sc. Form and Habit in Flowering 
Plants. 

Prof. Michael Foster, M.D. Pro- 
toplasm and the Cell Theory. 

H. Charlton Bastian, M.D., 
F.R.S. The Brain as an Organ of 
Mind. 

Prof. A. C. Ramsay, LL.D., F.R.S. 
Earth Sculpture: Hills, Valleys, 
Mountains, Plains, Rivers, Lakes; 
how they were Produced, and how 
they have been Destroyed. 

P. Bert (Professor of Physiology, 
Paris). Forms of Life and other 
Cosmical Conditions. 

Prof. T. H. Huxley. The Crayfish : 
an Introduction to the Study of 
Zoology. 

The Rev. A Secchi, D.J., late 
Director of the Observatory at Rome. 
The Stars. 

Prof. T. Rosenthal, of the Univer- 
sity of Erlangen. General Physiology 
of Muscles and Nerves. 

Prof. A. de Quatrbfages, Membre 
de l'lnstitut. The Human Race. 



t. 



International Scientific 
Series (The). 

Forthcoming Vols. — continued. 

Prof. Thurston. The Steam En- 
gine. With numerous Engravings. 

Francis Galton, F.R.S. Psycho- 
metry. 

. W. Judd, F.R.S. The Laws of 
r olcamc Action. 

Prof. F. N. Balfour. The Em- 
bryonic Phases of Animal Life. 

J. Luys, Physician to the # Hospice 
de la Salpe'triere. The Brain and its 
Functions. With Illustrations. 

Dr. Carl Semper. Animals and 
their Conditions of Existence. 

Prof. Wurtz. Atoms and the 
Atomic Theory. 

George J. Romanes, F.L.S. Ani- 
mal Intelligence. 

Alfred W. Bennett. A Hand- 
book of Cryptogamic Botany. 

JACKSON (T. Q.). 

Modern Gothic Architec- 
ture. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

JACOB (Mai. -Gen. Sir G. Le 
Grand), K.C.S.I., C.B. 

Western India Before and 
during the Mutinies. Pictures 
drawn from life. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7*. 6d. 

JENKINS (E.) and RAYMOND 
(J.), Esqs. 

A Legal Handbook for 
Architects, Builders, and Build- 
ing Owners. Second Edition Re- 
vised. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

JENKINS (Rev. R. C), M.A. 

The Privilege of Peter and 
the Claims of the Roman Church 
confronted with the Scriptures, the 
Councils, and the Testimony of the 
Popes themselves. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 
price 3$. 6d. 

JENNINGS (Mrs. Vaughan). 

Rahel : Her Life and Let- 
ters. With a Portrait from the 
Painting by Daffinger. Square post 
8vo. Cloth, price 7s. td. 
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JEVONS (W. Stanley), M.A., 
F.R.S. 

Money and the Mechanism 
of Exchange. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

VolumeXVII. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

JONES (Lucy). 
Puddings and Sweets. Being 

Three Hundred and Sixty-Five 
Receipts approved by Experience. 
Crown 8vo., price 2s. 6d. 

KAUFMANN (Rev. M.), B.A. 

Socialism : Its Nature, its 
Dangers, and its Remedies Con- 
sidered. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 
7*. 6d. 

KEATINGE (Mrs.). 

Honor Blake : The Story of 
a Plain Woman, a vols. Crown 
8vo. Cloth. 

KER (David). 

The Boy Slave in Bokhara. 
A Tale of Central Asia. With Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price $s. 

The Wild Horseman of 
the Pampas. Illustrated. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 



KING (Alice). 
A Cluster of Lives. 

8vo. Cloth, price 7*. 6d. 



Crown 



KING (Mrs. Hamilton). 

The Disciples. A Poem. 
Third Edition, with some Notes. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7*. 6d. 

Aspromonte, and other 
Poems. Second Edition. Fcap. 
8vo. Cloth, price 45. 6d. 

KINGSPORD(Rev.P.W.),M.A., 
Vicar of St. Thomas's, Stamford Hill ; 
late Chaplain H. E. I. C. (Bengal 
Presidency). 

Hartham Conferences; or, 

Discussions upon some of the Religi- 
ous Topics of the Day. " Audi alte- 
ram partem." Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 3*. 6d. 



KINGSLEY (Charles), M.A. 
Letters and Memories of 

his Life. Edited by his Wife. 
With a Steel engraved Portraits and 
numerous Illustrations on Wood, and 
a Facsimile of his Handwriting. 
Eleventh Edition. 2 vols., demy8vo. 
Cloth, price 36s. 

All Saint's Day and other 

Sermons. Second Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, 7*. 6d. 

KNIGHT (A. P. C). 

Poems. Fcap 8vo. Cloth, 
price 5*. 

LACORDAIRE (Rev. Pere). 

Life : Conferences delivered 
at Toulouse. A New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 
3*. 6d. 



Lady of Lipari (The). 

A Poem in Three Cantos. 
8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 



Fcap. 



LAMBERT (Cowley), F.R.G.S. 
A Trip to Cashmere and 

Lad&k. With numerous Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo. Cloth, js*6d. 

LAURIE (J. S.). 

Educational Course of 
Secular School Books forlndia : 

The First Hindustani 

Reader. Stiff linen wrapper, price 6tf". 

The Second Hindustani 

Reader. Stiff linen wrapper, price 6d. 

The Oriental (English) 
Reader. Book I., price 6d.; II., 
price j\d. ; III., price qd. ; IV., 
price is. 

Geography of India; with 

Maps and Historical Appendix, 
tracing the Growth of the British 
Empire in Hindustan. Fcap. 8vo. 
Cloth, price is. 6d. 

LAYMAN N (Capt.). 

The Frontal Attack of 
Infantry. Translated by Colonel 
Edward Newdigate. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 2S. 6a. 
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L. D. 8. 

Letters from China and 

Japan. With Illustrated Title-page. 
Crown 8to. Cloth, price 7*. 6a. 

LBANDER (Richard). 

Fantastic Stories. Trans- 
lated from the German by Paulina 
B. Granville. With Eight rail-page 
Illustrations by M. E. Fraser-Tyttar. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

LEE (Rev. F. G.), D.C.L. 
The Other World; or, 

Glimpses of the Supernatural, a vols. 
A New Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 15*. 

LEE (Holme). 
Her Title of Honour. A 

Book for Girls. New Edition. With 
a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 5J. 

LENOIR (J.). 
Fayoum ; or, Artists in Egypt. 

A Tour with M. Gerome and others. 
With 13 Illustrations. A New and 
Cheaper Edition. Crown 8 vo. Cloth, 
price 3*. 6d. 

LEWIS (Mary A.). 
A Rat with Three Tales. 

With Four Illustrations by Catherine 
F. Frere. Cloth, price 5*. 



LI8TADO (J. T.). 

Civil Service, 
a vols. Crown 8vo. 



A Novel. 
Cloth. 



LOCKER (F.). 
London Lyrics. A New and 

Revised Edition, with Additions and 
a Portrait of the Author. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, elegant, price 6s. 

Also, an Edition for the People. 
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 2*. td. 

LOCKYER 0- Norman), F.R.S. 

Studies in Spectrum Ana- 
lysis ; with six photographic illus- 
trations of Spectra, and numerous 
[ engravings on wood. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 6s. 6d. 

Vol. XXIII. of the International 
Scientific Series. 



LOMMEI/(Dr. E.). 
The Nature of Light : With 
a General Account of Physical Optics. 
Second Edition. With x88 Illustra- 
tions and a Table of Spectra in 
Chromo-lithography. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 5s. 

Volume XVIII. of The Interna- 
tional Scientific Series. 

LORIMER (Peter), D.D. 
John Knox and the Church 

of England: His Work inner Pulpit, 
and his Influence upon her Liturgy, 
Articles, and Parties. Demy 8vo. 
Cloth, price 12*. 

LOTHIAN (Roxburghe). 
Dante and Beatrice from 
ia8a to 1290. A Romance, a vols. 
Post 8vo. Cloth, price 24s. 

LOVBL (Edward). 
The Owl's Nest in the City: 

A Story. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 
10s. 6d. 

LOVER (Samuel), R.H.A. 
The Life of Samuel Lover, 

R. H. A. ; Artistic, Literary, and 
Musical. With Selections from his 
Unpublished Papers and Correspon- 
dence. By Bayle Bernard, 2 vols. 
With a Portrait. Post 8vo. Cloth, 
price 21s. 

LOWER (M. A.), M.A., F.S^A. 
Wayside Notes in Scandi- 
navia. Being Notes of Travel in 
the North of Europe. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price gs. 

LUCAS (Alice). 
Translations from the 
Works of German Poets of the 
18th and 19th Centuries. Fcap. 
8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

LYONS (R. T.), Surg.-Maj. Ben- 
gal Army. 

A Treatise on Relapsing 
Fever. Post8vo. Cloth, price 7*. 6d. 

MACAULAY (J-)» M.A., M.D., 
Edin. 
The Truth about Ireland: 

Tours of Observation in 1872 and 
1875. With Remarks on Irish Public 
Questions. Being a Second Edition 
of " Ireland in 1872," with a New 
and Supplementary Preface. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 3*. 6d. 
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MAC CLINTOCK (L.V 
Sir Spangle ana the Dingy 
Hen. Illustrated. Square crown 
8vo., price v. 6d. 

MAC DONALD (Q.). 
Malcolm. With Portrait of 
the Author engraved on Steel. Crown 
8vo. Price 6>. 

St. George and St. Michael. 

3 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth. 

MACLACHLAN (A. N. C), M.A. 
William Augustus, Duke 
of Cumberland : being a Sketch of 
his Military Life and Character, 
chiefly as exhibited in the General 
Orders of His Royal Highness, 
1745 — 1747. With Illustrations. Post 
8vo. Cloth, price 15*. 

MAC KENNA (S. J.). 
Plucky Fellows. A Book 
for Boys. # With Six Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price y. 6d. 

At School with an Old 

Dragoon. With Six Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price ss. 

MAIR (R. S.), M.D., F.R.C.S.E. 
The Medical Guide for 

Anglo-Indians. Being a Compen- 
dium of Advice to Europeans in 
India, relating to the Preservation 
and Regulation of Health. With a 
Supplement oh the Management of 
Children in India. Crown 8vo. Limp 
cloth, price 3*. 6d. 

MALDEN (H. E. and E. E.) 

Princes and Princesses. 

Illustrated. Small crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price zs. 6d. . 

MANNING (His Eminence Car- 
dinal). 

Essays on Religion and 

Literature. By various Writers. 
Third Series. Demy 8vo. Cloth, 
price 10s. 6d. 

The Independence of the 

Holy See, with an Appendix con- 
taining the Papal Allocution and a 
translation. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 

The True Story of the 
Vatican Council. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price ss. 



MAREY JE. J.). 

Animal Mechanics. A 

Treatise on Terrestrial and Aerui 
Locomotion. With 1x7 Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 5$. 

Volume XI. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

MARRIOTT (Maj.-Gen. W. FX 
C.S.I. * 

A Grammar of Political 

Economy. Crown 8vo. doth, 
price dr. 

MARSHALL (H.). 
The Story of Sir Edward** 
Wife. A Novel. Crown 8 vo. Cloth, 
price 10s. 6d. 

MASTERMAN (J.). 
Worth Waiting for. A New 

Novel. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth. 

Half-a-dozen Daughters. 

With a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 3J. 6d. 

MAUDSLEY (Dr. H.). 
Responsibility in Mental 
Disease. Second Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price $s. 

Volume VIII. of The International 

Scientific Series. 

MAUGHAN (W. C). 
The Alps of Arabia; or, 

Travels through Egypt, Sinai, Ara- 
bia, and the Holy Land. With Man. 
Second Edition. Demy 8vo. Cloth, 
price 5*. 

MAURICE (C. E.). 

Lives of English Popular 
Leaders. No. 1.— Stephen Lang- 
ton. Crown 8 vo. Cloth, price 7*. 6d* 
No. 2. — Tyler, Ball, and Old- 
castle. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 
7*. 6d. 

Mazzini (Joseph). 
A Memoir. By E. A. V. Two 
Photographic Portraits. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 

MEDLEY (Lieut.-Col. J. G.),R.E„ 
An Autumn Tour in the 
United States and Canada. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 
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MEREDITH (George). 
The Ordeal of Richard Fe- 

verel . A History of Father and Son. 
In one voL with Frontispiece. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 
MICKLETHWAITE (J. T.), 
P.S.A. 
Modern Parish Churches : 

Their Plan, Design, and Furniture. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7*. 6d. 

MILLER (Edward). 
The History and Doctrines 

of Irvingism ; or, the so-called Ca- 
tholic and Apostolic Church. 2 vols. 
Large post 8vo. Cloth, price 25*. 

MILNE (James). 

Tables of Exchange for the 

Conversion of Sterling Money into 
Indian and Ceylon Currency, at 
Rates from is. Zd. to zr. 3a. per 
Rupee. Second Edition. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price £2 2s. 

MIRUS (Maj.-Gen. von). 
Cavalry Field Duty. Trans- 
lated by Major Frank S. Russell, 
14th (King's) Hussars. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth limp, price 7s. 6d. 

MIVART (St. George), F.R.S. 
Contemporary Evolution : 

An Essay on some recent Social 
Changes. Post 8vo. Cloth, price 
7s. 6a. 

MOCKLER (E.). 
A Grammar of the Baloo- 
chee Language, as it is spoken in 
Makran (Ancient Gedrosia), in the 
Persia-Arabic and Roman characters. 
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 5* . 

MOFFAT (Robert Scott). 
The Economy of Consump- 
tion; an Omitted Chapter in Political 
Economy, with special reference to 
the Questions of Commercial Crises 
and the Policy of Trades Unions ; and 
with Reviews of the Theories of Adam 
Smith, Ricardo, J. S. Mill, Fawcett, 
&c. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price iSs. 

MOLTKE (Field-Marshal Von). 

Letters from Russia. 

Translated by Robina Napier. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s . 
MOORE (Rev. D.), M.A. 
Christ and His Church. 

By the Author of " The Age and the 
Gospel," &c. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 3*. 6d. 



MORE (R. Jasper). 
Under the Balkans. Notes 

of a Visit to the District of Philip- 
popolis in 1876. With a Map and 
Illustrations from Photographs. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

MORELL (J. R.). 
Euclid Simplified in Me- 
thod and Language. Being a 
Manual of Geometry. Compiled from 
the most important French Works, 
approved by the University of Paris 
and the Minister of Public Instruc- 
tion. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 2*. 6d. 

MORICE (Rev. F. D.) f M.A. 
The Olympian and Pythian 
Odes of Pindar. A New Transla- 
tion in English Verse. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 7*. 6d. 

MORLEY (Susan). , 
Aileen Ferrers. A Novel. 

a vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth. 

Throstlethwaite. A Novel. 
3 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth. 

Margaret Chetwynd. A 

Novel. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 3w. 6d. 

MORSE (E. S.), Ph.D. 
First Book of Zoology. 

With numerous Illustrations. Crown 
Svo. Cloth, price 5*. 

MORSHEAD (E. D. A.) 
The Agamemnon of 

^schylus. Translated into Eng- 
lish verse. With an Introductory 
Essay. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5* . 

MOSTYN (Sydney). 
Perplexity. A Novel. 3 vols. 
Crown 8vo. Goth. 

MUSGRAVE (Anthony). 
Studies in Political Eco- 
nomy. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price dr. 

My Sister Rosalind. 

A Novel. By the Author of " Chris- 
tiana North," and " Under the 
Limes." 2 vols. Cloth. 

NAAKE (J. T.). 
Slavonic Fairy Tales. 

From Russian, Servian, Polish, and 
Bohemian Sources. With Four Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 



C. Kegan Paul 6* Co.'s Publications, 
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NEWMAN (J. H.), D.D. 
Characteristics from the 

'Writings of. Being Selections 
from his various Works. Arranged 
with the Author's personal approval. 
Third Edition. With Portrait. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 
V* A Portrait of the Rev. Dr. J. H. 
Newman, mounted for framing, can 
be had, price 2*. 6d. 

NEW WRITER (A). 
Songs of Two Worlds. 

By a New Writer. Third Series, 
Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 
price 5* . 

The Epic of Hades. Fourth 

and finally revised Edition. Fcap. 
8vo. Cloth, price 7*. 6d. 

NICHOLAS (Thomas), Ph. D., 
F.G.S. 

The Pedigree of the English 
People: an Argument, Historical 
and Scientific, on the Formation and 
Growth of the Nation, tracing Race- 
admixture in Britain from the earliest 
times, with especial reference to the 
incorporation of the Celtic Abori- 
gines. Fifth edition. Demy 8vo. 
Cloth, price x6s. 

NICHOLSON (Edward B.), Li- 
brarian of the London Institution. 
The Christ Child, and other 
Poems. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 
4s. 6d. 

NOAKE (Major R. Compton). 
The Bivouac ; or, Martial 
Lyrist, with an Appendix — Advice to 
the Soldier. Fcap. 8vo. Price 5*. 6d. 

NOBLE (J. A.). 
The Pelican Papers. 

Reminiscences and Remains of a 
Dweller in the Wilderness. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

NORMAN PEOPLE (The). 
The Norman People, and 

their Existing Descendants in the 
British Dominions and the United 
States of America. Demy 8vo. 
Cloth, price 21s. 

NORRIS (Rev. Alfred). 
The Inner and Outer Life 

Poems. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

Northern Question (The) ; 
Or, Russia's Policy in Turkey un- 
masked. Demy8vo. Sewed, price ix. 



Notes on Cavalry Tactics, 
Organization, &c. By a Cavalry 
Officer. With Diagrams. Demy8vo. 
Cloth, price 12s. 

NOTREGE (John), A.M. 
The Spiritual Function of 
a Presbyter in the Church of 
England. Crown 8vo. Cloth, red 
edges, price 3*. 6d. 

Oriental Sporting Magazine 
(The). 

A Reprint of the first 5 Volumes, 
in 2 Volumes. Demy 8vo. Cloth, 
price 2&r. 

Our Increasing Military Dif- 
ficulty, and one Way of Meeting it. 
Demy 8vo. Stitched, price is. 

PAGE (Capt. S. F.). 
Discipline and Drill. Cheaper 

Edition. Crown 8vo. Price is. 
PALGRAVE, (W. Gifford). 
Hermann Agha ; An Eastern 

Narrative. Third and Cheaper Edi- 
tion. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

PANDURANG HARI ; 

Or, Memoirs of a Hindoo. 

With an Introductory Preface by Sir 
H. Bartle E. Frere, G.C.S.I., C.B. 
Crown 8yo. Price 6s. 

PARKER (Joseph), D.D. 
The Paraclete : An Essay 

on the Personality and Ministry of 
the Holy Ghost, with some reference 
to current discussions. > Second Edi- 
tion. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 12s. 

PARR (Harriet). 

Echoes of a Famous Year. 

Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 8s. 6d. 

PAUL (C. Kegan). 
Goethe's Faust. A New 
Translation in Rime. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 6s. 

William Godwin : His 
Friends and Contemporaries. 
With Portraits and Facsimiles of the 
Handwriting of Godwin and his 
Wife. 2 vols. Square post 8vo. 
Cloth, price 28*. 

The Genius of Christianity 
Unveiled. Being Essays by William 
Godwin never before published. 
Edited, with a Preface, by C. 
Kegan Paul. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price ys. 6d. 
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PAUL (Margaret Agnes). 

Gentle and Simple : A Story. 
* vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth, gilt tops, 
price zar. 

PAYNE (John). 
Songs of Life and Death. 

Crown 8vo Cloth, price 5*. 

PAYNE (Prof. J. F.). 
Lectures on Education. 

Price 6d. each. 

I. Pestalozzi : the Influence of His 
Principles and Practice. 

II. FrObel and the Kindergarten 
System. Second Edition. 

III. The Science and Art of Educa- 
tion. 

IV. The True Foundation of Science 
Teaching. 

A Visit to German Schools : 
Elementary Schools in Ger- 
many. Notes of a Professional Tour 
to inspect some of the Kindergartens, 
Primary Schools, Public Girls 
Schools, and Schools for Technical 
Instruction in Hamburgh, Berlin, 
Dresden, Weimar, Gotha, Eisenach, 
in the autumn of 1874. With Critical 
Discussions of the General Principles 
and Practice of Kindergartens and 
other Schemes of Elementary Edu- 
cation. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 
41. &/. 

PEACOCKE (Georgiana). 
Rays from the Southern 

Cross : Poems. Crown 8vo. With 
Sixteen Full-page Illustrations 
by the Rev. P. Walsh. Cloth elegant, 
price 10s. 6d. 

PELLETAN (E.). 

The Desert Pastor, Jean 

Jarousseau. Translated from the 
French. By Colonel E. P. De 
L'Hoste. With a Frontispiece. New 
Edition, Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 
3*. 6d. 

PENNELL (H. Cholmondeley). 
Pegasus Resaddled. By 

the Author of " Puck on Pegasus," 
&C.&C. With Ten Full-page Illus- 
trations by George Du Maurier. 
Second Edition. Fcap. 4to. Cloth 
elegant, price isx. 6d. 



PENRICE (Maj. J.), B.A. 

A Dictionary and Glossary 
of the Ko-ran. With copious Gram- 
matical References and Explanations 
of the Text. 4to. Cloth, price aix. 

PERCIVAL (Rev. P.). 
Tamil Proverbs, with their 

English Translation. Containing 
upwards of Six Thousand Proverbs. 
Third Edition. • Demy 8vo. Sewed, 
price 9*. 

PERRY (Rev. S. J.), F.R.S. 

Notes of a Voyage to Ker- 

¥ uelen Island, to observe the 
ransit of Venus. Demy8vo. Sewed, 
price 2X. 

PESCHEL (Dr. Oscar). 

The Races of Man and 
their Geographical Distribution. 
Large crown 8vo. Cloth, price or. 

PETTIGREW (J- Bell), M.D. 
F.R.S. 

Animal Locomotion ; or, 

Walking, Swimming, and Flying. 
With 130 Illustrations. Second Edi- 
tion. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

Volume VII. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

PFEIFFER (Emily). 

Glan Alarch: His Silence 
and Song. A Poem. Crown 8vo. 
price 6s. 

Gerard's Monument and 
Other Poems. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

PIGGOT (J.), F.S.A., F.R.G.S. 

Persia — Ancient and Mo- 
dern. Post8vo. Cloth, price 10*. 6d, 

PLAYFAIR (Lieut. T Col.), Her 
Britannic Majesty's Consul-General 
in Algiers. 

Travels in the Footsteps of 
Bruce in Algeria # and Tunis. 
Illustrated by facsimiles of Bruce's 
original Drawings, Photographs, 
Maps, &c. Royal Ato. Cloth, 
bevelled boards, gilt leaves, price 
^3 3*- 



C. Kegatt Paul &• Co.'s Publications. 
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POOR (Henry V.). 
Money and its Laws, em- 
bracing a History of Monetary 
Thcones and a History of the Cur- 
rencies of the United Sura. Demy 
Bvo. Qutli, price 311. 

POUSHKIN (A. a.). 



POWER (H.>. 
Our Invalids : How shall 



POWLETT (Lieut. N.), R.A. 
Eastern Legends and 
Stories in English Vcruc. Crown 
Bvq. Cloth, price s*. 

PRESBYTER. 

Unfold in gs of Christian 

Hope. An Essay showing that the 
Doctrine contained in the Damna- 
tory Clauses of the Creed commonly 
called Athanasian is nnscriptnral. 
Small crown 8vo. Cloth, price at. 6./. 

PRICE (Prof. Bonamy). 

Currency and Banking. 

Crown Byo. doth, price 61. 



•™te 



The Expanse of Heaven. 
A Series of Essays on the Wonders 
nf the Firmament. With a Frontis- 
Third Edition. Crown Bvo. 






PUBLIC SCHOOLBOY. 
The Volunteer, the Militia- 
tono, and the Regular Soldier. 
Crown Bvo. Cloth, price 51. 



REANEY (Hn. (1. S.). 
Blessing and Blessed ; a 

Sketch of Girl Life. With 1 frontis- 
piece. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 51. 
Wolfing and Working; or, 
from Girlhood to Womanhood. 
With a Frontispiece. Crown Svo. 
Cloth, price 31. 

Sunshine Jenny and other 
Stories. Three Illustrations. Royal 



Reginald Bramble. 
A Cynic of the Nineteenth Century. 
Aj 1 Autobiography. Crown STO. 

RHOADES (jamea). 

Timoleon. A Dramatic Poem. 

Fcap. 810. Cloth, price st. 
RIBOT (Prof. TO;). 

English Psychology. Se- 
cond Edition. A Revised and Cor. 
rected Translation from the latest 
French Edition. Large post 6m 



RINK (Chevalier Dr. Henry). 
Greenland; Its People and 

its Products. By the Chevalier 
Dr. Henry Ribk, President of the 
Greenland Board of Trade. With 
sixteen Illustrations, drawn by the 
Eskimo, and a Map. Edited by Dr. 
Robkbt Brown. Crown Svo. Price 
tor. sat. 
ROBERTSON (The Late Rev. 
F. W.), M.A., of Brighton. 
Notes on Genesis. Third 
Edition. Crown Svo., price sr. 

Nrw and CAraJtr Editions :— 

The Late Rev. F. W. 
Robertson, MA., Life and Let- 
ters of. Edited by the Rev. Stop- 
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ROBERTSON (The Late Rev. 
F. W.). U.K.— continued. 

I. a vols., uniform with the Ser- 
mons. With Steel Portrait Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price js. 6d. 

II. Library Edition, in Demy 8vo., 
with Two Steel Portraits. Cloth 
price xsx. 

III. A Popular Edition, in z voL 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

Sermons. Four Series. Small 
crown 8 vo. Cloth, price 3*. 6d each. 

Expository Lectures on 
St. Paul's Epistles to the Co- 
rinthians. A New Edition. Small 
crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

Lectures and Addresses, 

with other literary remains. A New 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

An Analysis of Mr. Tenny- 
son's " In Memoriam." (Dedi- 
cated by Permission to the Poet- 
Laureate.) Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price a*. 

The Education of the 
Human Race. Translated from 
the German of Gotthold Ephraim 
Lessing. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 
as. 6d. 

The above Works can also be had 
bound in half-morocco. 

\* A Portrait of the late Rev. F. W. 
Robertson, mounted for framing, can 
be had, price 2s. 6d. 

ROSS (Mrs. E.), ("Nelsie Brook"). 

Daddy's Pet. A Sketch 
from Humble Life. With Six Illus- 
trations. Royal x6mo. Cloth, price 
is. 

RUSSELL (E. R.). 
Irving as Hamlet. Second 

Edition. Demy 8vo. Sewed, price 
is. 

RUSSELL (Major Frank S.). 
Russian Wars with Turkey, 

Past and Present. With Two Maps. 
Second Edition. Crown 8 vo., price &*. 

RUTHERFORD Qohn). 
The Secret History of the 
Fenian Conspiracy; its Origin, 
Objects, and Ramifications. 2 vols. 
Post 8vo. Cloth, price 18*. 



8ADLER (S. W.), R.N. 

The African Cruiser. A 

Midshipman's Adventures on the 
West Coast. ' With Three Illustra- 
tions. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price v« 6d. 

8AMAROW (O.). 

For Sceptre and Crown. A 

Romance of the Present Time. 
Translated by Fanny Wormald. a 
vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 15*. 

SAUNDERS (Katherine). 

The High Mills. A Novel 

3 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth. 

Gideon's Rock, and other 
Stories. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

Joan Merryweather,and other 
Stories. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

Margaret and Elizabeth. 

A Story of the Sea. Crown 8va 
Cloth, price 6s. 

SAUNDERS (John). 

Israel Mort, Overman : 
a Story of the Mine. Crown 8vo. 
Price 6s. 

Hirell. With Frontispiece. 

Crown 8vo. Cloth, price y. 6d. 

Cheap Edition. With Frontis- 
piece, price as. 

Abel Drake's Wife. With 
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 3*. 6d. 

Cheap Edition. With Frontis- 
piece, price w. 

SCHELL (Maj. von). 

The Operations of the 
First Army under Gen. Von 
Goeben. Translated by CoL C H. 
von Wright. Four Maps. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price ox. 

The Operations of the 
First Army under Gen. Von 
Steinmetz. Translated by Captain 
E. O. Hollist. Demy 8vo. Cloth, 
price 10s. 6d. 

SCHELLENDORF, (Maj.-Gen. 
B. von). 

The Duties of the General 

Staff. Translated from the German 
by Lieutenant Hare. VoL I. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, xor. 6d. 



C. Kegan Paul 6* Co.'s Publications. 
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SCHERFF (Maj. W. von). 

Studies in the New In- 
fantry Tactics. Parts I. and II. 
. Translated from the German by 
Colonel Lumley Graham. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price 7*. 6d. 

SCHMIDT (Prof. Oscar). 

The Doctrine of Descent 
and Darwinism. With 26 Illus- 
trations. Third Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price v. 

Volume XII. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

SCHUTZENBERGER(Prof.F.). 

Fermentation. With Nu- 
merous Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price «. 

Volume XX. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

SCOTT (Patrick). 

The Dream and the Deed, 

and other Poems. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 
price 5$. 

SCOTT (W. T.). 

Antiquities of an Essex 
Parish ; or, Pages from the History 
of Great Dunmow. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price sf. Sewed, 4*. 

SCOTT (Robert H.). 
Weather Charts and Storm 

Warnings. Illustrated. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 3*. 6d. 

Seeking his Fortune, and 

other Stories. With Four Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price y . 6d. 

SENIOR (N.'w.). 
Alexis De Tocqueville. 

Correspondence and Conversations 
with Nassau W. Senior, from 1833 
to 1859. Edited by M. C. M. Simp- 
son. 2 vols. Large post 8vo. Cloth, 
price 2 ix. 

Journals Kept in France 
and Italy. From 1848 to 1852. 
With a Sketch of the Revolution of 
1848. Edited by his Daughter, M. 
C. M. Simpson. 2 vols. Post 8vo. 
Cloth, price 24J. 

Seven Autumn Leaves from 

Fairyland. Illustrated with Nine 
Etchings. Square crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 3*. 6d. 



SEYD (Ernest), F.S.S. 
The Fall in the Price of 

Silver. Its Causes, its Consequen- 
ces, and their Possible Avoidance, 
with Special Reference to India. 
Demy 8vo. Sewed, price ar. 6d. 

SHADWELL (Maj.-Gen.), C.B. 

Mountain Warfare. Illus- 
trated by the Campaign of 1799 m 
Switzerland. Being a Translation 
of the Swiss Narrative compiled from 
the Works of the Archduke Charles, 
Tomini, and others. Also of Notes 
by General H. Dufour on the Cam- 
paign of the Valtelline in 1635. With 
Appendix, Maps, and Introductory 
Remarks. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 
1 dr. 

SHAW (Flora L.). 

Castle Blair: a Story of 
Youthful Lives. 2 vols, crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price \2s . 

SHELDON (Philip). 

Woman's a Riddle; or, Baby 
Warmstrey. A Novel. 3 vols. Crown 
8vo. Cloth. 

SHELLEY (Lady). 

Shelley Memorials from 
Authentic Sources. With (now 
first printed) an Essay on Christian- 
ity by Percy Bysshe Shelley. With 
Portrait. Third Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 5$. 

SHERMAN (Gen. W. T.). 

Memoirs of General W. 

T. Sherman, Commander of the 
Federal Forces in the American Civil 
War. By Himself. 2 vols. With 
Map. Demy 8vo Cloth, price 24*. 
Copyright English Edition. 

SHILLITO (Rev. Joseph). 

Womanhood : its Duties, 
Temptations, and Privileges. A Book 
for Young Women. Crown 8vo. 
Price 3*. 6a. 

SHIPLEY (Rev. Orby), M.A. 

Church Tracts, or Studies 
in Modern Problems. By various 
Writers. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 5*. each. 

SHUTE (Richard), M.A. 

A Discourse on Truth. 
Post 8vo. Cloth, price 9*. 
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•MEDLEY (M. B.). 
Boarding-out and Pauper 
Schools for Girls. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 3*. 6d. 

SMITH (Edward), M.D., LL.B., 
F.R.S. 
Health and Disease, as In- 

iuenced by the Daily, Seasonal, and 
ether Cyclical Changes in the Human 
System. A New Edition. Post 8vo. 
Cloth, price 7*. 6d. 

Foods. Profusely Illustrated. 
Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price $s. 

Volume III. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

Practical Dietary for 
Families. Schools, and the La- 
bouring Classes. A New Edition. 
Post 8vo. Cloth, price 3*. 6d. 

Tubercular Consumption 
m its Early and Remediable 
Stages. Second Edition. Crown 
Svo. Cloth, price 6s. 

SMITH (Hubert). 
Tent Life with English 
Gipsies in Norway. With Five 
full-page Engravings and Thirty-one 
smaller Illustrations by Whymper 
and others, and Map of the Country 
showing Routes. Third Edition. 
Revised and Corrected. Post 8vo. 
Cloth, price ais. 

Some Time in Ireland. 
A Recollection. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price js. 6d. 

Songs for Music. 
By Four Friends. Square crown 
8vo. Cloth, price $s. 
Containing songs by Reginald A. 
Gattv, Stephen H. Gatty, Greville 
J. Chester, and Juliana Ewing. 

SPENCER (Herbert). 
The Study of Sociology. 

Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 5s. 

Volume V. # of The International 
Scientific Series. 

SPICER (H.). 
Otho's Death Wager. A 
Dark Page of History Illustrated. 
In Five Acts. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 
price ss. 



STEPHENS (Archibald John), 
LL.D., on behalf of the Respon- 
dents in "Ridsdale v. Clifton and 
others." 

The Folkestone Ritual Case. 

The Substance of the Argument 
delivered before the Judicial Com- 
mittee of the Privy Council. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

STEVENSON (Rev. W. F.). 
Hymns for the Church and 
Home. Selected and Edited by the 
Rev. W. Fleming Stevenson. 

The most complete Hymn Book 
published. 

The Hymn Book consists of Three 
Parts:— I. For Public Worship.— 
II. For Family and Private Worship. 
—III. For Children. 
* # * Published in various forms and 
Prices, the latter ranging front Sd. 
to 6s. Lists and full particulars 
will be furnished on application to 
the Publishers. 

STEWART (Prof. Balfour), M.A., 
LL.D., F.R.S. 
On the Conservation of 

Energy. Third Edition. With 
Fourteen Engravings. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price $s. 

Volume VI. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

STONEHEWER (Agnes). 
Monacella : A Legend of 
North Wales. A Poem. Fcap. 8ro. 
Cloth, price 3* . 6d. 

STRETTON (Hesba). Author of 
"Jessica's First Prayer." 

Michael Lorio's Cross and 
other Stories. With Two Illustra- 
tions. Royal i6mo. Cloth, price 
is. 6d. 

The Storm of Life. With 

Ten Illustrations. Sixteenth Thou- 
sand. Royal i6mo. Cloth,price is . 6d. 

The Crew of the Dolphin. 

Illustrated. Twelfth Thousand. 
Royal i6mo. Cloth, price is. 6d. 

Cassy. Thirty-second Thou- 
sand. With Six Illustrations. Royal 
i6mo. Cloth, price is. 6d. 

The King's Servants. 

Thirty-eighth Thousand. With Eight 
Illustrations. Royal i6mo. Cloth, 
price is. 6d 
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STRETTON (Hesb&)— continued. 

Lost Gip. Fifty-second Thou- 
sand. With Six Illustrations. Royal 
z6mo. Cloth, price xs. 6d. 

* # * Also a handsomely bound Edi- 
tion, with Twelve Illustrations, 
Price is. 6d. 

David Lloyd's Last Will. 
With Four Illustrations. Royal 
x6mo., price «. 6d. 

The Wonderful Life. 

Eleventh Thousand. Fcap. 8vo. 
Cloth, price 2S. 6d. 

A Night and a Day. With 
Frontispiece. Eighth Thousand. 
Royal i6mo. Limp cloth, price 6d. 

Friends till Death. With 
Illustrations and Frontispiece. 
Twentieth Thousand. Royal x6mo. 
Cloth, price is. 6d.; limp cloth, 
price 6a. 

Two Christmas Stories. 

With Frontispiece. Fifteenth Thou- 
sand. Royal i6mo. Limp cloth, 
price 6d. 

Michel Lorio's Cross, and 

Left Alone. With Frontispiece. 
Twelfth Thousand. Royal i6mo. 
Limp cloth, price 6d. 

Old Transome. With 

Frontispiece. 'Twelfth Thousand. 
Royal i6mo. Limp cloth, price 6d. 
V Taken from "The King's 
Servants.'* 

The Worth of a Baby, and 
how Apple-Tree Court was 
won. With Frontispiece. Fifteenth 
Thousand. Royal i6mo. Limp 
cloth, price 6d. 

Hester Morley's Promise. 

3 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth. 

The Doctor's Dilemma. 

3 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth. 

STUBBS (Lieut.-Colonel F. W.) 

The Regiment of Bengal 
Artillery. The History of its 
Organization, Equipment, and War 
Services. Compiled from Published 
Works, Official Records, and various 
Private Sources. With numerous 
Maps and Illustrations. Two Vols. 
Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 32$. 



STUMM (Lieut. Hugo), German 
Military Attache* to the Khivan Ex- 
pedition. 

Russia's advance East* 

ward. Based on the Official Reports 
of. Translated by Capt. C. E. H. 
Vincent. With Map. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 6s. 

SULLY (James), M.A. 
Sensation and Intuition. 

Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 10s. 6d. 
Pessimism : a History and 
a Criticism. Demy 8vo. Price i+r. 

Sunnyland Stories. 

By the Author of "Aunt Mary's Bran 
Pie." Illustrated. Small 8 vo. Cloth, 
price 3*. 6d. 

Supernatural in Nature, The. 

A Verification of Scripture by Free 
Use of Science. Demy 8vo. Cloth, 
price 14J. 

Sweet Silvery Sayings of 
Shakespeare. Crown 8vo. cloth 
gilt, price 7*. 6d. 

SYME (David). 

Outlines of an Industrial 
Science. Second Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

Tales of the Zenana. 

By the Author of " Pandurang 
Hari." 2 vols. Crown 8 vo. Cloth, 
price 21s. 

TAYLOR (Rev. J. W. A.), M.A. 

Poems. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 

price 5*. 
TAYLOR (Sir H.). 
Works Complete. Author's 

Edition, in 5 vols. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, priced, each. 

Vols. I. to III. containing the 
Poetical Works, Vols. IV. and V. 
the Prose Works. 

TAYLOR (Col. Meadows), C.S.I., 
M.R.I.A. 

A Noble Queen : a Romance 
of Indian History. * 3 vols. Crown 
8vo. cloth. 

The Confessions of a Thug. 

Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 
Tara : a Mahratta Tale. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 
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TELFER (T. Buchan), F.R.Q.8., 
Commander R.N. 

The Crimea and Trans- 
Caucasia. With numerous Illus- 
trations and Maps. 2 vols. Medium 
8vo. Second Edition. Cloth, price 
36*. 

TENNY8ON (Alfred). 

The Imperial Library Edi- 
tion. Complete in 7 vols. Demy8vo. 
Cloth, price £3 13*. 6d. ; in Rox- 
burgh binding, £4 js. 6d. 

Author's Edition. Complete 
in 6 Volumes. Post 8vo. Cloth gilt; 
or half-morocco, Roxburgh style :— 

Vol. I. Early Poems, and 

English Idylls. Price dr. ; Rox- 
burgh, js. 6a. 

Vol. II. Locksley Hall, 
Lucretius, and other Poems. 
Price 6*. ; Roxburgh, 7*. td. 

Vol. III. The Idylls of 

the King (Complete). Price 7*. 6d.\ 
Roxburgh, gs. 

Vol. IV. The Princess, 

and Maud. Price dr.; Roxburgh, 
7J. 6d. 

Vol. V. Enoch Arden, 
and In Memoriam. Price dr. ; 
Roxburgh, 7*. 6a\ 

Vol. VI. Dramas. Price 7^.; 

Roxburgh, 8/. 6d. 



Cabinet Edition. 12 vol 
umes. Each with Frontispiece. Fcap 
8vo. Cloth, price 2s. 6a. each. 



Cabinet Edition. 12 vols. Com- 
plete in handsome Ornamental Case. 

Pocket Volume Edition. 

13 vols. In neat case, 3d?. Ditto, 
ditto. Extra cloth gilt, in case, 42*. 

The Shilling Edition.of the 

Poetical and Dramatic Works, in za 
vols. , pocket size. Price 1*. each. 



TENNYSON (Alfred)-*?*/***^. 
Original Editions: 
Poems. Small 8vo. Cloth, 

price dr. 

Maud, and other Poems. 
Small 8va Cloth price 3*. 6d 

The Princess. Small 8vo. 

Cloth, price 3*. 6d. 

Idylls of the King. Small 
8vo. Cloth, price 5s. 

Idylls of the King. Com- 
plete. Small 8vo. Cloth, price dr. 

The Holy Grail, and other 
Poems. Small 8vo. Cloth, price 
4s. 6d. 

Gareth and Lynette. Small 

8vo. Cloth, price 3*. 

Enoch Arden, &c. Small 
8vo. Cloth, price 3s. 6d\ 

In Memoriam. Small 8vo. 

Cloth, price 4s. 

Queen Mary. A Drama. 
New Edition. Crown 8vq* Cloth, 
price dr. 

Harold. A Drama. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price dr. 

Selections from Tenny- 
son's Works. Super royal z6mo. 
Cloth, price 3*. 6d. Cloth gilt extra, 
price 4s. 

Songs from Tennyson's 

Works. Super royal i6mo. Cloth 
extra, price 3*. 6d. 

Also a cheap edition. x6mo. 
Cloth, price as. 6a. 

Idylls of the King,' and 
other Poems. Illustrated by Julia 
Margaret Cameron. 2 vols. Folio. 
Half-bound morocco, cloth sides, 
price £6 dr. each. 

Tennyson for the Young and 

for Recitation. Specially arranged. 
Fcap. 8vo. Price is. 6d. 

Tennyson Birthday Book. 

Edited by Emily Shakespear. 32010. 
Cloth limp, or. ; cloth extra, y. 
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THOMAS (Moy). 
A Fight for Life. With 
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 3*. 6d. 

Thomasina. 

A NoveL a vols. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth. 

THOMPSON (Alice C). 
Preludes. A Volume of 

Poems. Illustrated by Elizabeth 
Thompson (Painter of "The Roll 
Call"£ 8vo. Cloth, price js. 6d\ 

THOMPSON (Rev. A. S.). 
Home Words for Wan- 
derers. A Volume ^ of Sermons. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

Thoughts in Verse. 

Small Crown 8vo. Cloth, price is. 6d. 

THRING (Rev. Godfrey), B.A. 
Hymns and Sacred Lyrics. 
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 5* . 

TODD (Herbert), M.A. 
Arvan ; or, The Story of the 
Sword. A Poem. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 7*. 6d. 

TODHUNTER (Dr. J.) 
Laurella; ana other Poems. 

Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 6d. 

TRAHERNE (Mrs. A.). 
The Romantic Annals of 
a Naval Family. A New and 
Cheaper _ Edition. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 5*. 

TRAVERS (Mar.). 
The Spinsters of Blatch- 
ington. A Novel. 3 vols. Crown 
8vo. Cloth. 

Waiting for Tidings. By 

the Author of "White and Black." 
3 vols, crown 8vo. 

TREMENHEERE (Lieut. -Gen. 
C. W.) 

Missions in India : the 
System of Education in Government 
and Mission Schools contrasted. 
Demy 8vo. Sewed, price as. 

TURNER (Rev. C. Tennyson). 
Sonnets, Lyrics, and Trans- 
lations. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 
4*. 6d. 



TYNDALL(John),L.L.D.,F.R.S. 
The Forms of Water in 
Clouds and Rivers, Ice and 
and Glaciers. With Twenty-five 
Illustrations. Sixth Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price m. 

Volume I. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

UMBRA OXONIENSIS. 
Results of the expostu- 
lation of the Right Honourable 
W. E. Gladstone, in their 
Relation to the Unity of Roman 
Catholicism. Large fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 
price $s. 

VAMBERY (Prof. A.). 
Bokhara: Its History and 
Conquest. Second Edition. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price xSs. 

VAN BENEDEN (Mons.). 
Animal Parasites and 
Messmates. With 83 Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Cloth, price 5s. 

Volume XIX. of The International 
Scientific Series. ' 

VANESSA. 
By the Author of "Thomasina," 
&c. m A Novel. 2 vols. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth. 

VINCENT (Capt. C. E. H.). 
Elementary Military 
Geography, Reconnoitring, 

and Sketching. Compiled for 
Non- Commissioned Officers and 
Soldiers of all Arms. Square 
crown 8vo. Cloth, price zr. 6a. 

VOGEL (Dr. Hermann). 
The Chemical effects of 
Light and Photography, in their 
application to Art, Science, and 
Industry. The translation thoroughly 
revised. With 100 Illustrations, in- 
cluding some beautiful specimens of 
Photography. Third Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

Volume XV. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

VYNER (Lady Mary). 
Every day a Portion. 

Adapted from the Bible and the 
Prayer Book, for the Private Devo- 
tions of those living in Widowhood. 
Collected and edited by Lady Mary 
Vyner. Square crown 8vo. Cloth 
extra, price 5*. 
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Waiting for Tidings. 

By the Author of "White and 
Black." 3 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth. 

WARTENSLEBEN (Count H. 
von). 

The Operations of the 
8outh Army in January and 
February, 1871. Compiled from 
the Official War Documents of the 
Head-quarters of the Southern Army. 
Translated by Colonel C. H. von 
Wright. With Maps. Demy 8vo. 
Cloth, price 6s. 

The Operations of the 
First Army under Gen. von 
Manteuffel. Translated by Colonel 
C H. von Wright Uniform with 
the above. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 

WATERFIELD, W. 

Hymns for Holy Days and 
Seasons. 32010. Cloth, price is. 6d. 

WAY (A.), M.A. 

The Odes of Horace Liter- 
ally Translated in Metre. Fcap. 
8vo. Cloth, price 2s. 

WEDMORE (F.). 

Two Girls. 2 vols. Crown 
8vo. Cloth. 

WELLS (Capt. John C), R.N. 

Spitzbergen — The Gate- 
way to the Polynia ; or, A Voyage 
to Spitzbergen. With numerous Il- 
lustrations by Whymper and others, 
and Map. New and Cheaper Edi- 
tion. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price ox. 

WETMOREfW. S.). 

Commercial Telegraphic 

Code. Second Edition. Post 4to. 
Boards, price 42s. 

What 'tis to Love. 

By the Author of " Flora Adair." 
" The Value of Fosterstown. " 3 vols. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth. 

WHITAKER (Florence). 
Christy's Inheritance. A 

London Story. Illustrated. Royal 
x6mo. Cloth, price is. 6d. 



WHITE (A. D.), LL.D. 
Warfare of Science. With 

Prefatory Note by Professor TyndalL 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 3*. 6d. 

WHITE (Capt. F. B. P.)i 

The Substantive Seniority 
Army List — Majors and Cap- 
tains. 8va Sewed, price as. 6d, 

WHITNEY (Prof. W. T>.\ of Yale 
College, New Haven. 

The Life and Growth of 

Language. Second Edition. Crown 
8vo. ( Cloth, price 5*. Copyright 
Edition. 

Volume XVI. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

WHITNEY (Prof. W. D.),of Yale 
College, New Haven— continued. 

Essentials of English 
Grammar for the Use of Schools. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 3*. 6d. 

WHITTLE (J. L.), A.M. 

Catholicism and the Vati- 
can. With a Narrative of the Old 
Catholic Congress at Munich. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 4*. 6d. 

WICKHAM (Capt. E. H., R.A.) 
Influence of Firearms upon 

Tactics : Historical and Critical 
Investigations. By an Officer of 
Superior Rank (in the German 
Army). Translated by Captain E. 
H. Wickham, R.A. Demy 8vo. 
Cloth, price <js. 6d. 

WILBERPORCE (H. W.). 

The Church and the Em- 
pires. Historical Periods. Pre- 
ceded by a Memoir of the Author 
by John Henry Newman, D.D. of 
the Oratory. With Portrait. Post 
8vo. Cloth, price xor. 6d. 

WILKINSON (T. L.). 
Short Lectures on the Land 

Laws. Delivered before the Work- 
ing Men's College. Crown 8vo. 
Limp Cloth, price 2s. 
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WILLIAMS (A. Lukyn). 
Famines in India; their 

Causes and Possible Prevention. 
The Essay for the Le Bas Prize, 1875. 
Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

WILLIAMS (Charles), one of the 
Special Correspondents- attached to 
the Staff of Ghazi Ahmed Mouktar 
Pasha. 

The Armenian Campaign : 

Diary of the Campaign of 1877 in 
Armenia and Koordistan. With 
Two Special Maps. Large post 8vo. 
Cloth, price 10s. td. 

WILLIAMS (Rowland), D.D. 

Life and Letters of, with Ex- 
tracts from his Note-Hooks. Edited 
by Mrs. Rowland Williams. With 
a Photographic Portrait. ^ 2 vols. 
Large post 8vo. Cloth, price 24$. 

Psalms, Litanies, Coun- 
sels and Collects for Devout 
Persons. Edited by his Widow. 
New and Popular Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 3*. td. 

WILLIS (R., M.D.) 

Servetus and Calvin : a 

Study of an Important Epoch in the 
Early History of the Reformation. 
8vo. Cloth, price its. 

WILLOUGHBY (The Hon. 
Mrs.). 

On the North Wind — 
Thistledown. A Volume of Poems. 
Elegantly bound. Small crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 7*. td. 

WILSON (H. Schutz). 

Studies and Romances. 

Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7*. td. 

WILSON (Lieut. -Col. C. T.). 

James the Second and the 
Duke of Berwick. Demy 8vo. 
Cloth, price 12s. td. 

WINTERBOTHAM (Rev. R.), 
M.A., B.Sc. 

Sermons and Expositions. 

Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7*. td. 

WOINOVITS (Capt. I.). 

Austrian Cavalry Exercise. 
Translated by CaptainW. S. Cooke. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7*. 



WOOD (C. F.). 
A Yachting Cruise in the 

South Seas. With Six Photo- 
graphic Illustrations. Demy 8vo. 
Cloth, price js. td. 

WRIGHT (Rev. David), M.A. 

Waiting for the Light, and 
other Sermons. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price ts. 

WYLD(R. S.), F.R.S.E. -> 

The Physics and the Philo- 
sophy of the Senses ; or, The 
Mental and the Physical in their 
Mutual Relation. Illustrated by 
several Plates. Demy 8vo. Cloth, 
price its. 

YONGE (C. D.). 

History of the English 
Revolution of 1688. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 6*. 

YORKE (Stephen). 
Cleveden. A Novel. 2 vols. 

Crown 8vo. Cloth. 

YOUMANS (Eliza A.). 

An Essay on the Culture 
of the Observing Powers of 
Children, especially in connection 
with the Study of Botany. Edited, 
with Notes and a Supplement, by 
Joseph Payne, F. C. P., Author of 
" Lectures on the Science and Art of 
Education," &c. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 2S. td. 

First Book of Botany. 

Designed to Cultivate the Observing 
Powers of Children. With 300 En- 
gravings. New and Enlarged Edi- 
tion. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

YOUMANS (Edward L.), M.D. 
A Class Book of Chemistry, 

on the Basis of the New System. 
With 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 55. 

ZIMMERN (H.). 

Stories in Precious Stones. 

With Six Illustrations. Third Edi- 
tion. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 
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THE NINETEENTH CENTURY. 

A Monthly Review^ edited by James Knowles, price 2s. 6d. 

The Two First Volumes of " The Nineteenth Century " 

(Price 14s. each) contain Contributions 

by the following Writers : 



Mr. Tennyson. 

Rt. Hon. W. E. Gladstone, M.P. 

Lord Stratford de Redcliffe. 

Cardinal Manning. 

The Duke of Argyll. 

Bishop of Gloucester and Bristol. 

Professor Huxley. 

Lord Selhorne. 

The Dean of St. Paul's. 

Sir James Fitzjames Stephen. 

Mr. Matthew Arnold. 

Mr. J. A. Froude. 

Sir John Lubbock, M.P. 

Mr. Grant Duff, M.P. 

Sir Thomas Watson. 

Rt. Hon. Lyon Playfair, M.P. 

Canon Carter. 

Rev. Dr. Martineau. 

„ J. Baldwin Brown. 

„ J. Guiness Rogers. 

, A. H. Mackonochie. 
Mr. Frederick Harrison. 
Dr. Carpenter. 
Mr. W. Crookes. 
Rt. Hon. James Stansfeld, M.P. 
Lady Pollock. 
Mr. Frederick Myers. 
Professor Groom Robertson. 
Clifford. 
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Mr. Arthur Arnold. 
,, James Spedding. 

W. R. S. Ralston. 

E. D. J. Wilson. 

C. A. Fyffe. 

Edward Dieey. 

Thomas Brassey, M.P. 

John Fowler. 

Henry Irving. 
„ Edgar Bowring. 
Sir Julius Vogel. 
Mr. R. H. Hutton. 
Dr. Ward. 

Mr. George Jacob Holyoake. 
Rev. R. W. Dale. 
Mr. Edgar A. Bowring. 

T. Brassey, M.P. 

W. R. Greg. 
Sir Thomas Bazley, Bart., M.P. 
Professor George von Bunsen. 
Mr. W. G. Pedder. 
Rev. Dr. George Percy Badger. 
Professor Colvin. 
Viscount Stratford de Redcliffe. 
Mr. Archibald Forbes. 
Rev. Malcolm MacColI. 
Mr. Matthew Arnold. 
Professor Henry Morley. 
&c. &c. 



»> 



>> 



LONDON : 

C. KEGAN PAUL AND CO. 

{Suteestors to the Publishing Department oj "Henry S. King and Co.) 

I, PATERNOSTER SQUARE. 



?1 



BLZBTK FREM :— PRINTED BT JOHK C WILKINS,0, CASTLE STREET, CHANCERY LANE. 



